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Enter Richard Duke of Glojler>folus. 



N Ow is the winter of our difeontent, 

Made glorious fummer by this fonne ofYorkcs 
And all the eloudes that lovvrd vpon our houfe, 

In the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Now arc our browes bound with viftorious wreathes* 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changd to raerne meetings, 

Our drcadfull marches to delightful! meafures. 

Grim- vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wrinkled front. 
And now in (lead of mounting barbed fteedes, 

Tofright thcfoulesof fearefull aduerfaries* 

He capers Nimblie in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I that am not fbapte for fportiue trickcs. 

Not made to court an amorous looking glafTe, 

I that am rudely ftampt & wantloues maiefty, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offeatureby difTembling nature, 
Dcfo^mdjVnfimiht/ciu befoiemy time 
Into this breathing world fcarce half made vp* 

Andthat fo lamely and vnfafhionablc. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 

Why I in this weake piping time ofpeacc 
Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnlefie to Ipie my (hadow in thefunne, 

And dcfcant on tnincowne deformitie: 

A nd therefore fince 1 cannot prooue a louer 
T o cutenaine elide faire well fpeken daies^ 
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I an* determined to orooue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies t 
Plots haue I laid, indubious dangerous, 

By di unken Prophefics, libels and dreames, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one again!! die other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft, 

As I am fubtile,falfe,and trecherous : 

This day (hould .Clarence clofely be mewed vp, 

Abouta Prophecy which faies that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherers /hall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence mpij 

Heere Clarence comes, agardofwen. 

Brother, good day es, what meanes this armed gard 
That vvaites vpon your grace? v (pointed 

His Maieftie tendering my perfons fafety hath ap- 
This conduft to conuey me to the tower. 

. Glo. . Vpon what caufe? 

Becaufemy name is George* 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none ofyours, 

He fhould for that commit your Godfathers ; 

O belike his maieftie hath feme intent 
That you fliall be new chriftned in the tower# 

But wbats the matter Clarence may I know^ 

Cla . Y ea Richard when I know ; for I proteft 
As yet I do not, but as I can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames. 

And from the crofle-rowe pluckes the letter G; 

And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

His ifltie difinherited fhould be# 

And for my name of George begins with G* 

It folio wes in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toics as thefe, 

Haue mooued his highnefle to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this it is when men arcruldcby women* 

Tis not the King that fends you to the tower* 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis ftie* 

T hat tempts him % j thfe extremitie: 

Was is not file and that good man ofworfliip Anthony 
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Anthony Wooduilc her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower, 

From w hence this prefent day he is deliuercd? 

We arc no t fafe Clarence, we arc not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen I thinke there is no man is fecurde, 

But the Qucenes kindred and nighf^walking Heralds,. 
That trudge betwixt the King and Miftrefle Shore, 

Heard ye not what an humble fupplianc 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliuerie. 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitie, . 

Got my Lord Chambcrlaine his libcrtic 0 
He tell you what, I thinke it is our way*. 

If we will kcepeinfauour with the king, 

To be her men ajid weare her liuery. 

Theiealous oreworne w idow and her felfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them. gentlewomen* , 

Are miehtie gofsips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me : 

His Maieftie hath ftraightlie giueri in charge, 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference, . 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. . 

Glo . Eucn fo and pleafe your worfhip Brokenbury, 

You may partake of any thing we fays . 

W T e fpeakc no treafon man, we fay the king . 

1$ wife and vertuous,and his noble Queenc 
Well ftrooke i»yeares,faire and not Jealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a pretie foote, . 

A cherry lippe,abonny eye , apafling plcafing tongues 
And that the Qucenes kindred arc made gentle jfolkc$o 
How fay you fir,can you denieall this? - 
B ro . With this (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do 3 
G/j-Naught to do with Miftrefle Shore, I tell thee fellow^ 
He that doth naught with her,exceptingpne 
Were beft he do it fccretly alone# 

■ Bro . What one my Lord i 
Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray metC 
3ro. I befeech your Grace to pardon me, and wicball 
Yqut conference with the noble Duke# (bear* 
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flu. Wcknow thy charge Brokenbury ,and ’will obey. 
Gh. Wcarc the Queenesabie&s and rood obey. 
Brother farewell,! will vnfo the King, 

And whatfocuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call King Edwards widow fitter, 

I will performe it toinfranchife you. 

Mcane time this deepe difgracc in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla . I know it plcafeth neither ofv s well. 

Glo . Well, your imprifonment fliali not be long, 

I will deliuer ypu or lie for you, 

Meanc time haue patience. 

Cla. I mufl perforce, farewell. F xit C/a , 

Glo. Go tread the path that thou (halt neare return*?. 
Simple plaine Clarence,! do loue thee fo, 

That 1 will (hortly fend thy foule to heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who comes here, the new delivered Haftings? 

Enter Lord HaJUttgt, 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 
Glo. As much vBto my good Lord Chambcrlaine: 
Well are you welcome to the open aire, 

How hath your Lordftup brookt imprifonment:? 

Haft. With patience (noble Lordjas prifoners muft: 
But 1 fhall liuemy lord to giuethem fhankes, 

That were thecaufeofmy imprifonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo (hall Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies arc his, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft . More pittie that the Eagle fliould be mewed, 
While kights and buftards ore? at liberty. 

Glo . What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The king is fick!y,weakeand melancholy, 
AndhisPhifitions fearchim mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, - 
Ob he bathkept-an euill diet long, 

And cucrmuch confumed his roy all perlon, 
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Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon; 

What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. ~ 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. Fxtt Haft. 

He cannot liuc I hope, and muft not die, 

Till George be packt with poft horfc vp to heauen. 

I lc in to vrge his hatred more to C iarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weightie arguments. 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

VV hich done, God take king Edward to his mercie, . 

And leaue the world for me to buflell in: 

For then lie marrie Warwicks youngeft daughter l 
What though I kild her husband and her father, . 

The rcadieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I^not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I ^iuft reach vnto* 

But yet I run before my horfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill liucs and raignes. 
When they are gone, then muft I count my gaincs* Exih 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady zAn. Sit downc fit do wne,your honourable lord. 

If honor may be lhrowdcd in a hearfe , 

Whilcft la while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimeJy fall ofveituous Lancafter* 

Poore kei- cold figure, of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the houfc ofLancafter, 

Thoubloudlefle remnant of that royall blottd* 

Be it lawfull that I inuocatc thy ghoft. 

To hcarc the lamentations of poorc Anne, 

Wife to thy Ed ward, to thy flaughtcrcd fonne, 

Stabd by the fclfefame hands that made thefe holes^ 

Loc in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I powrethe helplcflcbalmeofmy poorc eyes, 

Cur ft be the hand that made thefe fatall hoJcSg 
Curft be the hear tthat had the heart to do it. 
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More dircfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee? 

Then I can wifh to adder s,fpidcrs,toades. 

Or any creeping venomde thing that litres 
If euer he hauc child,abortiue be if. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whofc vgly and vnnaturall afpeft, 

May fright the hopefull mother at the view* 

If euer he haue wife, let her be made 
As miferable by the death of Jiim, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chci tfey with your holy loade, 

T aken fi ora Paulcs to be interred there: 

And (till as you are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. 

Enter Glojier. 

Glo . Stay you that bcarc the corfe and fet it downe. 

La. What blacke magician coniures vp this fiend, 

To flop deuoted charitable deedcs? 

Glo . Villaine fet downe the corfe, or by S.Paule, 
lie make a corfe ofhim that difobeyes. 

Gent. My Lordjftand backe and let the coffin pafTe* 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog, Hand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint Paule lie ftnke thee to my foote. 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldneffe. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell* 

Auaunt thou dreadfull minifter of hell, 

Thou had ft but power oucr His mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue, therefore be gone* 

Glo. S weete Sai nt ,for C harity be no tfo curft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods fake hence 5c trouble VS nofp 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fild it witbeurfing cries, and deepe exclaimcs* 

If thou delight to view thy hainous dccdcSp 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries, 
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Oh Gentlemen fce,fce dead Henries woundcs. 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrefli. 
B’ufli,blufh,thou lumpe of foule deformitie, 

For t 5 is thy prcfcncc that exhales this blood, 

From colde and etnptic veines where no bloud dwells. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall , 

Prouokes this delugemoft vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,rcuenge his death? 

Oh earth which this bloud drinkft,reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ft rike the mui thcrer dead* 
Or earth 2 £pc open wide, and eate him quicke* 

A s thou doeft fwallo w vp this good Kings blond* 

Which his hell-gouernd armc hath butchered* 

Glo * Ladieyou know no rules orcharitic, 

Wliich renders good for bad,blcffings for curfes, 

Lady. Villaine thou knoweft no law of God nor man: 
No beaft fo fierce, but kno wes fome touch of pittie. 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am no bcaft * 
Lady. Oh vvonderfoll when Diuels tell the truth* 
gb. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry* 
Vouchafc diuine perfection of a woman. 

Of thefe fuopofed euils to giuc me lcaue, 

By circumftance but to acquitc my fclfe* 

La. Voechfafe derufed mfe&ion of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils but to giue me lcaue, 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfe* 

La. Fouler then heart can think? thee, thou canft makf 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch defpairc I fhould accufe my felfe* 

La, And by diJpairing fhouldft thou (land cxcufde, 

For doing worthie vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft vnwonhie flaughter vpon others* 

Glo . Say that I flue them not? 

La. Why then they arc not dead. 

But dead they are, and diuclifhfiaue by thee. 

Glo , 1 did not kill your husband. 
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La. Why then he is aliue. 

G lo, Nay,heiscleadjandflainc by Edwards hand. 

La. i n. thy foul e throat thou lieft > Quecnc Margaret fivve 
Thy bloudy faulchion fmoking in his bloud, 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft, 

J3uc that thy brothers beat afide the poync, 

Glo . I was prouoked by her flaundcrous tongue* 

W inch laid their guilt vpon my guiltlciTe fhouldcrs. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudie minde, 
Which neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. J grant yea* 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog^hen God grant me too 
Thou mayeft be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, milde and vertuous. 

Glo . Thefitter for the king ofheaucn,that hath him. 

L a. He is in heaucn,where thou (bait neuer come*, 

Glo. Let him thankc me that holpe to fend him thither^ 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell* 

Glo.. Yes one place clfc,if you will heare me name ir. 

La, Some dungeon, Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo . So will itMadaniCjti]] Hie. withy ou. 



La, I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

To leaue this kinde incounter of our wits, 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is not the caufer of the timelefle deaths, 

Of thefe PlantagcnetSjHenrie and Edwaid, 

As blamcfull as the executioner* 

La, Thou art the caufe,and moft accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe ofthat effett. 

Your bcautie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft one Iioure i n your fvveete bofemev 
La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide. 

Theft nailes fhould rend that beautie from my checked 
G/<?._Theft eiescouldneuer indure fweet beauties wr^cke, 
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You fhould not blcmifh them if I ftood by: 

Asallthe world ischeercd by the fonne. 

So Iby that,it is my day life. 

L** Blacke night ouerfhade thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo, Curfe not thy fclfe faitc creature, thou art both. 

L a, I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo , 1 1 is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuengd on him that loueth you. 

La. It isa quarrell iuft and reafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to helpc thee to a better husband. 

La, His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go tojic liues that loues you better then he could. 

La, Name him. Glo, Plantagcnct. 

La, Why that was he. 

Glo. The felfe fame name,but one of better nature. 

La, Where is he? 

G to. Hecrc. Shefpittcthat him. 

Why doeft thou (pit at me* 

L<u Would it were mortal! poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fvveete .Iplacd. 

La, Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade, 

Oat of my fight, thou doeft infe& my eics. 

Glo, Thine eies fwccte Lady,haue infe£Vcd mine. 

La, Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead* 

Glo, I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death: 

Thofe eies ofthine,fiom mine hauedravcnefalt teares. 
Shamed their afpett witbftore ofchildifli drops: 

? neuer fued to friend nor enemie. _ 

My tengne could neuer Icarne fwcete foothing words : 

But now thy bcautie is propofde my fee: 

My proude heart fues,and prompts my tongue to fpcake. 
Teach not thy lips fuchfcorn r 1 
For killing Lady, not for fuch 



ror Killing Lady, not ror luch contempt, 
if thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Lo here I lend thee this fliarpe pointed lyvord* 
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Which if thoupleafe to hide in this true bofome,. 

And let the foule forth that adoreth thee:. 

I late it naked to the deadly Broke, 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, do not pawfe,twas I that kildc your husband. 

But twas thy beautic that pi ouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on: Here (be leu fall 
T ake vp the fword again c or take vp me. tbefmrd , 

La. Arife diffembler, though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 

La. I haue already 

Glo. Tufh that was in thy rage# 

Speake it againe,and eucn with the word. 

That hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue,. 

Shall f§r thy. louc kill a farre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou fhalt be acceflfaric# 

La . I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue# 

La. I fegre me both are falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer,was man true,. 

Lx. Well, welj, put vp your fword* 

Glo. Say then my peace is made ♦ 

La. That (hall you.know hereafter. 

Glo . But I fhall liue in hope. 

La . All men I hope liue fo; 

G ol. V ouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Glo. Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger,. 

Euen fo thy bread inclofeth my poore heart. 

Weare both of them,far both ot them are thine, 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirmc his happinefle for euer: 

La* What is it? 

Glo. T liar it would pleafe thee leane thefe fad defignes, 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner# 

And 
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And prefently repairs to Crosbie place* 

Where after I haue folemnely interred 
At Chertfie monaftcry this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers-vnknowne reafons,! befeechyou 
Grant me this boone. 

La. With all my hcart,and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

Trcflill and Barkley go along with me. . 

Glo. Bid me farewell# 

La. Tis more then you deferuc: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already. Exit. 

Glo. Sirs take vp the corfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to white Friers, there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed<? Exeunt, manet GL 
Was euer woman in this humor wonne* 
lie haue her, but I will notkeepe her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father, 

T o take her in her hearts extreamefl heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnefle of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefe bars againft me. 
And I nothing to backc my fuit at all, 

But the plaine Diuell and diflembling lookes, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Hdward,her Lord, whom I fome three moneths fincc 
Stabdin my angriemoodeat Tewxbury? 

A fweetcr and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature: 

Yong^aliantjwife^nd no doubt right royal!, 

The fpacious world cannot againe aftoord. 

And will ihee yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That crept the golden prime of this fweetc Prince, 

And made her widdow to a wofull bed? 
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On me, wliofe all not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnfliapen thus* 

My Duk^dome to abeggcrly denier* 

I do miftakcroy perfon all this while. 

V pon my life fhe finds,although I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruailous proper man. 

He be at charges for a looking glade, 

And entertaine fome fcorcor twoof taylers, 

T o ftudie fadiions to adorne my bodie. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfc, 

I will maintaine it with fomc littlccoft: 

But firft lie turnc yon fellowin hisgraue. 

And then retumc lamenting to my loue* ^ 

Shine out fairc funne,till I haue bought a glade, 

T hat I may fee my fliadow as I pafle* Exit, 

Enter Queene, Lera Rtuers y Gray, 

Ri, Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt hisMaic- 
Will foonc recouer his accuftomed health. (flic 

Gray In chat you boroke it ill,it makes him worfe, 
Thereforefor Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And cheere his grace with quicke and mery words* 

Q«. If he were dead, what would betide of me* 

R'. No other harmc but lode of fuch a Lord. 

Qu. The lode of fuch a Lord includes all harme* 

Gr* The heauens haue bled: you with a goodly fbnnc. 
To be your comforter when he is gone# 

Qg Oh he is yong.and his minoritie 
Is put vnto the truft ofRich. Glooefter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he fliall be protestor? 

Q «. It is detcmiincd % not concluded yet , 

But fo it mud be if the King mifcai ric. (Enter Buck. ♦ 2W/ 
Gr. Here come the Lords of Budiiigham, and Darby. 
Bhc 4 Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

God make your maicftic ioyfull as you haue bcenc. 
Qtf. T he Coun tefie Richmond good my Lo:of Darby, 
To yourgood prayers will fcarccly iay>- Amen: 

Yet Darby notwidiftanding, dices your wife. 

And 



of Richard the third. 



And loues not me, be you good Lo. adiirde 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

D*r. Idobefecchyoueithernot bcleeue 
The enuiousdaunders of her falfc accufers, 

Or if die be accufdein true report. 

Beare with her wcaknede,which I thinke procecdes, 

From wayward ficknede,and no grounded malice. 

Riu. Saw you the King to day , my Lo.of Darbie f 
Dar 4 But now the Duke of Buckingham, and l r 
Came from vifiting his Maieftie. 

Qn. Witlilikelihoodeofhis amendment Lords ? 

Buc, Madame, good hope, his Grace fpeakes cheerfully*. 
Q£* God graum him health, did you confer with him l 
B.tte . .Madame we did : He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke ofGlocefter, and your brothers. 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Chamberlainc, 

And fent to warne them to his royall prefence. 

Q*« Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our happinede is at the higheft. Enter Ghcefier^ 

Glo, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King? 

That Jforfooth amfterne and loue them not • 

By holy Paul they loue his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his cares with fuch difcentions rumorsr? 

Becaufc I cannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,decciueahd cog, 

Duckc with French nods,and apifli courtefie, 

I mud be held a rankerous cnemie. 

Cannot a plainc m an liue and rliinke no harm e, 

But thus his fimple truth mud be abufde,. 

By fiiken die insinuating Iackes \ 

R** To w * lora * n thisprejence fbeakes your Grace? 

Glo, i o thee, that haft nor henenie nor grace. 

When haue I iniii; ed thee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee, or tlie^or any of vour fatftion 2 
A plague vpoH ycu all. His royall perfon 
(Whom God pi eferue better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing wliile, 

But 
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But you miift trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Qtij Brother of Glocefter,you miftake the matter: 

The King of his owne roj all difpofition. 

And not prouokt by any futer elfe, 

Ay niing belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward a&ions (he wes it felfc, 

Againft my kinred,brother,and my fclfe: 

Makes him to fend,that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will,and to remouc it. 

Glo. I cannot tell, the world is grownc fo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pearcb, 
Since cueric Iacke became a Gentleman : 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Qji. Coirie,corue,we know your meaning,brother Gib. 
You cnuieminc aduancement and my friends, 

God graunt weneuer may hauc neede of you, 

Glo. Meane time, God grants that we haue neede of you, 
Our brother is impi tfoned by yourmeanes. 

My felfc difgrac’djand theNobritie 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions. 

Arc daily giuen to cnoble thofe, 

That fcarcc fome two daies fince were worth a noble . 

Q*. By him that raiideme to this carefull height. 

From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarenceibut haucbcene, 

An earns ft aduoote to pleadc for him* 

My Lord,you do me fhrimefull imuric, 

Falfly to draw me in thefe vile fulpe&s* 

Glo. Y ou may denie that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment, 

Rif*i She may my Lord* 

Glo, She may,Lo.Riuers,why who knowes not fof 
She may do more (Jr then denying that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments, 

And then deni-e her ay ding hand therein, 

Ard lay thofe honours on your high defer ts, 

W hat may (he not,(he njay,yca marrie may (he* 

Riff. 
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R,u. What marrie may (he? 

Glo. What marrie may fhefrnarry with a Jung, 

A batche!er,a handfome (tripling too, 

Jwis your Grandara h ad a worfer match* 

ok My Lo.of G locefter, I haue too long borne 

Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter footles. 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured, 

I had rather! 3 c a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a o-reat Oueene with this condition, 

To be thus tauntcd/corned, and baited at: E nter Qff. 

Small ioy haue I in being England* Q««nc. 

Q u.CWar, Andlefaed be that (mall, God Ibcfeech thee. 
Thy honour, ftate,and fcateisduc to me. 

Glo . What i threat you me with telling, or the King? 

Tell him and fpare not ,lookc what 1 haue faid, 

I will auoucli in prcfencc of the King : 

Tis time to fpcake,my paincs are quite forgot. 

Q*. A/Vir.Oucdiucll,I remember, them too well , 

Thou llcweft my husband Hcnriein the Tower. 

And Edward my poorc fonne at T euxburic. 

Glo, Ere you were Quccne,y ea or your husband King, 

I was a packchorfc in his great affaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder of his friends : 

To royalize his bloud I fpilt mine owne. 

Q». Mar, Y ea, and much Better bloud, then his or thine. 

Glo , In all which ttme,youaud your husband Gray, 

. Were faftious for the houfcofLancaftcr: 

And RiucrSjfo were you.Ws not your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flame* 

Let me put in your minds ,if yours forget 
What you haue becne ere now,and what you are: 
Withall,whatl haue beene, and what I am. 

Q#, Ma, A murtherous ui!laine,and (o (Ml thou art, 

Glo, Poorc Clarence did forfake his father Warwick®, 

Y ea and forfwore himfclfe (which Iefu pardon.) 

Q tiXMar. Which God reuenge. 

C Gfc 
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His curfes then from bitterncfle of xoule, 

Denounft againft thee, are aiifai ien vpon thee, 

And God,not we,hath plage e thy bloudy dccdc. 

Q,* So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Juft, O twas the fouleft deede to flay that babe, 

And the tnoft mercilefle that euer was heard oh 
Rut. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported* 
J)orft No man but prophecied reuengefor it. 

Buck, Northunberland then prefent,wept to fee it* 

Qu. M. What? were you fnariing ail before I came, 
Readte to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yoikes dread curfe preuaile lo much with heuen, 

That Henries death, my lonely Ed wards death, 

Their Kingdoms Ioffe, my wofall banifliment. 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds ,and enter heauen? 

Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes; 

If not by warre,by furfet die your King, 

As ours by murder, to make him a King* 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wal es. 

For Edward my fonne^vhich \m Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimcly violence. 

Thy felfe a Queene, fori me that wasa Queene, 

. Outliue thyglorie, l.ke my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lofle, 
Andfeeanother,as I fee thee now, . 

Deckt in thy .glor'ie,as thou arc ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, , 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene* 

Riuejrs and Doifet,you were (landers by, 

Ancf fo waft thou Lo : Haftings, when my fonne 
Wasftahd with bloudie daggers, God I pray him, 

That no ne of you may Hue your natural! age* 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo . Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag* 
And leaue o ut the flay do%,for thou (halt hear me 



Glo, i o fight on Edwards panic for the crowiic 
And for hismeedc (poorc Lo.jheis mewed vp : 

I would to God ray heart were flint like Edwards, 
Or Edwards foft and pitiful! like mine, 

I am too ehildifh, fbohfh for this world. 



ehildifli,fboh(hfoithis\vorld. } .f 
Mar .Hie thee to hell for (hamc,and leaue the u 
TIiqu Cacodemon,rhere thy kingdomeis. 

Ru My Lo* of Glocefter inthofe bufie dayes* 
Which here you vrge to prone v.s enemies, 

We followed then onr Lo .our lawful 1 king, ;y . 

So fliould we you, ify ou Thould be our king. 

Glo, If I fhonldbe? I had rather bcapcdlcr, 

Farre be-ir from my heart the t bought ofit. 

A s li td e ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
l r ou fliould inioy,were you .this countries kmg, 

. As little ioy may you fuppofe an me, 

That I en ioy being the Queene thereof. 

Qg* MaJK little ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof. 
For I am flie'jand altogither io)fleffe* 

I can no longer lib ld-me patient. . 

H care me you wrangling Py rats that fall out, 

In (haring out- that which you haue pild from me ? 
Which of you trembles not that lookeson me ? 

'If not, that I being Queene, you bow like fubiefls, 

Yet tliat by you depoldc, you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine do not turnc awae.- 
Glo, Foule wrincklcd witohjwhat makft thou in my. fi< 
Q rM ct, But repetition of what tiiou haft mard, 

That will I roakeibef ore I let thee go : 

A husband, and a fonne than ovveft to me* 

And thou a kingdoms, all ofyouallegcance : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours, 

And all the p'eafures you vfurpe are mine. 

Glo, Thecurfi my noble father laid on thee, 

When thou dLlft crown c his warlike broives with paper, 
And with thy fcorne dre wft ri uers from his eies, 

And then todriethem/rau’ft the Duke a cloir, 

Steep t in the faultlcfle bioud of prettie Rutland : 
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If heaucn haue any grecuous plague in ftorc, 

Exceeding thofe that I canwifh vpon thee: 

O let them keepe it till thy flnnes be iipe>. 

And then hurle downc their indignation 
On thee the croubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme ofconfcienccftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft: for traitors while thou liueft, 

And take deepe traitorsfor thy deareft friends* 

No llccpe clofe vp that deadly cyeof thine, 

VnlelTe it be whileft fometormenting di eamc 
Affi ights thee,witha hell ofvgly diucls* 

Thoue'uifh ma» kc,abortiue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flauc ofnature,and the fonne of hell, 

Thouflaundcr of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lothedifiue of thy fathers loyncs* 

Thou rag of honour, thou decefted,&c* 

Glo. Margaret* 

Q"* M. Richard. G lo. Ha. 

Q«. M. I call thee not. 

Glo % T hen I crie thee inercie:for I had thought 
Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

Qa. M. Why Co I did, bur lookt for no replie, 

© let me make the period to my curfe* 

G lo 4 Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret# (felfc# 

Q#* Thus haue you breathed your curfc againft your 
Poore painted Queene, vaineflourifhofniy for* 
Why ftrewft thou fuger on that bottled fpider, (tunc: 

Whofe deadly web en.fnareth thee about? 
Foole,foole,thou vvhetft a knife to kill thy fclfe# 

The time will come when thou fhalt wifti for me, 

To helpe thee cuife that poifoned bunchbackttoade* 

H Falle boadmg woman,end thy fran tike curfe? 
Lead: to thy Jiarme thou moue our patience* 

Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mouM m? ae, 
Rt ♦ Were you well fem ? d you would be taught your d ty. 
M * To ferue me well*) oil all fhould do me dutie, 
Teach me to be your Quccne^andyonmy fubiefts: 
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O ferue me well, and teach yours felucs that dutic. 

JDorf Difpmc not with her, fhc islunatique# 

Peace Matter Marques, you are malapert, 

Your fire- new ftampe of honour is fcarfe currant : 

O that your yong nebilitic could iudge. 

What twerc toloofc it and be miferablc; 

The)' that ftand high, haue many blafts to (hake them. 
And if they fail,they daihthcmfelues fo peeces. 

Glo. Good counfell mary,lcarnc it,learne it Marques* 
Dor * It touchcth you (my Lo:) as much as me. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more* but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buiideth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the windc,and fcornes the funne. 

Qa. M , And turtles the funne to fhade,alas, alas, 

Witnes my fonne>now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright ou: fhining beames,chy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in ctcrnall darkenefTe foulded vp: 

Your aiene buiideth in our airies neft, 

O God that feed: it, do not fuffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud, loft be it fo* 

Buckj Haue done for fhame,if not for charitic# 

Ad, Vrge neither charitic nor fliame to me, 

V ncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andlhamcrully by you my hopes arc butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame fhll Hue my forrowes rage, 

Bhc\, Haue done* 

QJM. O Princely Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand, 

In ligne of league andamiiic with thee: 

Now fake befall thee,and thy Princely houfe* 

Thy garments are not fpottwd with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compalFe of my curfe* 

Buck. Nor no one here, for curfes neuer paftc 
The lips ofthofe fhat breath them in the aire. 

Ilenotbeleeuebutthcy afeend theskic. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace# 

G Buckingham beware of yonder dog* 

Lookc when he fa\vnes,he bites, and when he bites* 

C 3 His 






His venome tooch will rankle thee to death, 

Hauc not to do with him, beware ofhim: 

Sinne,death,and hell haue let their marks on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. W hat doth Hie fay my Lo: of Buckingham! 

Buck. Nothing that I refpeft my gracious Lord. 

O^M. What do eft thoufcorne me for my eentlecoun- 
And (both the dtuell that I warnc thee from! ° /p nj 
Obut remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forro w, 

And fay poot e Margaret was a prophetefte: 

Liue each ofyou t he fubiefts of his hate, 

' And lie :o your, and all ofyou to Gods, Exit 

Haft. My haire doth Band on end ro heare her cuif es 
Riu. And fo doth mine, .1 wonder iheesatlibertie, * 
G lo. I cannot blame her by Gods hoi v mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that 1 hatte done , 

Q». I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue ail the vantage of tins wron°-, 

I was to hot to do fomc body <*ood. 

That 

is too cold in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

He is frankt vp to fattingjfor his patnes, 

God pardon them that are the caufe ofir. 

Rr«. A ve: tuous and a Chriftianlike conclulion. 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Glo. Sodoleuer,beirigwelladuifde, 

For liadl curft,now I had curft my felfe. 

Catjl Madam his maieftic doth cal! for you. 

And for your Grace, and young? noble Lo: 

Qw. Catesby we come,Lovds will you go with vs. 

Riu. Madame we will attend your grace. Exeunt. km. R i, 
Glo. I doe the wrong^and firft began to braule 
The fecret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto the greeuous charge of others 
Clarenccjwhoiti I indeede haue laid in darkeneflc: 

I do beweepe to many Ample guls ; 
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Namely to Haftings,Darhy,B«cfeingtiarn, 

And fay it is the Qucene, and her allies, 

Thar ftirre the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeueme,and withall whet me. 

To be reuengde on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray; 

Bnt then I figh,and with a piece of fcripturc. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euilb 
And thus I cloath my naked villanic, 

With old odde ends, ftolnc out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, w-lien mod I play the Diuell : 

But fo ft, here comes my executioners* Enter executioners^ 
How now, my hardie flout rcfolued mates. 

Arc you now going to difpatchthis deed? 

Exec*. We arc, my Lord,and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is* 

Glo. It was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me. 
When you haue donc,repaire to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

WithallpbduraiejCiO not heare him plcade> 

For Clarence is well fpokeh, and perhaps,- 
May moue your hearts to pittie,i fyou marke him. 

Eavc. I uih,feare not,my Lo.we will not fland to prate, 
Ta’kcrsare no good doers, be aflured : 

We come to vfe our hands, and not our tongues. 

our eies drop Halftones, when fooles eies drop tears, 
Hike) ou lads,aboutyourbufinefle. Exeunt, g 
Ewer C larcnce ^Brohenbune. 

Bro. Why lookes your grace fo heauily to day ? ’ 

• fl Ar - Gh,l hauc pad a miferable night, 

So fu'l of vgly fights j0 f gaftly dreames. 

That as lam a Chnftian faithful 1 man, 

1 would not fpend another fitch a ni>ht, 
i hough t were to buy a world of hajVpie dayes, 

So fu'l of difinal! tenor was the time. 

Bro. What was your dreamed long to heare you tell it. 
c Me thoughts I was imbarkt for Bur? undie. 

; * nd *ny companie my brother Gloceftcr. 

Who from my cabtin tempted me to walke, 
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Vpon the hatches thence vve lookt toward England, 

And cited vpa thoufand fearefull times. 

During the warres of Yorkc and Lancafter , 

That had befallen vs:as we pad along, 

Vpon the giddic footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloceftcr dumbled,and in (tumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to day him)ouer board. 

Into the tumbling billowes o fthe maine. 

LordJLordjmc thought what painc it was to drowne, 
Whatdreadfull noifeofwaters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eies : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand mcn,that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors,heapcs of pearlc, 
Incdimablc ftoncs,vnualucd IewcJs, 

Some lay in dead mens (culs,and in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes reflecting gems, 

Which weed the flimic bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcartered by* 

Erok , . Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 

T o gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i 
Clar, Me thought 1 hadifot dill the cmiioUs floud 
K ept in niy foule, and would not let it foorth, 

T o feeke the emptie,vad,and wandering aire, 

But fmothcred it within my panting bulke, 

Which almofl bui ft to belch it in the fca . 

Erok. Awakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

CUr 4 O no, my dreamc was lengthned after life, 

O then began the temped to my foulc, 

Who pad (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim ferriman, which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kmdome of perpcruill night : 

The fird that there did greet my drangcr foule, 

Was my great father in l$w,renowmed Warwicke, 

Who cried alowdiwhat fcourge for periurie. 

Can this darke monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 

And fo he vaniflituhcncame wandringby, 

A Ah* 
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A fhadow like an Angell in bright haire, 

Dabledin bioud,and he fqucaktoutalowd, 

Clarences conic, falfe,fleeting,periurd Clarence* 

That dabd me in the field by Tcuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies, take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about,and howled in mine cares, 

Such hideous cricsjthat with the veric noife, 

I trembling, wakr and for afeafon after, 

Could not bclceuc but that I was in hell , 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreamc. 

Bro * No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you, I am afraid to hcare you tell it. 

Cl*. O BrokenburicJ hauc done thofe things. 

Which npwbcarceuidencc againft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me* 

I pray thfcc gentle keeper day by me, 

foyile is heauie,and 1 faine would fleepc. 

-A: Ero,\ will(niy Lo.) God giue your G race good reft, 
Sorrow break es feafons,and repofing howers, 

Makes the nidit morning,and the noonctidc night. 
Princes hauebnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for aninward toyle, 

And for vnfclt imagination, 

They often feele a world of reftlcflc cares: 

So that betwixt their titlcs,and low names. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murthcrcrs enter * 

In Gods name what are you»and how came you hither? 
Exec. I would fpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
Bro. Y ea, are you fo briefcV (my le^s. 

2 Exec 4 Ofir,it is better to bcbi iefethcn tedious, & 
Shew him our commiflion,talke no more* He readeth it. 
*Ero, I am in this commaundcd to deliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltieile of the meaning ; 

Here are the keies, there fits the Dukeafleepe, 

lie 














He Co his Maieflie,and certifie his grace. 

That thus I hauc rcfignd my charge to you, 

£xe. Dofo,itisapointofwifdomc. 

2 Whatfhall Iftab him as he fleepes? 

1 No then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When, he wakes, . • = ;<jo • 

Why Toole he£hallneucr wake till the judgement day, 

1 Why then he will %, we ftabd him deeping* ' 

2 The vrg'rng of that word Iudgement,hath bred 
A kind of remoife inme. . - 

1 \y^hat, arc thou afraid £ .:V*o [ vm j-ni: 

2 Not to kill him hauing a wat»a«tforit,bift to be damnd 
For lulling^hini/romtvhichnowarhtnt Can defend-Vs. 

1 Backe to theDuke bfGlocefhrjtdhhini fo. 1 r r ' : 

2 I pray thee Hay a while, I hope my holy hurilor Will 
Change, twas wont to hold; me but while one would Cell xx; 

1 Howdoft tlio6feelethyfelftnow? • 

2 Faithfomecertaiiiedreg^of conference afte'ybt with' 

1 Remember our Reward when the deed is ■' on 

2 Zounds he diesel had forgot the reward, 

1 Where is thy cdnfoicncc noWTi ‘ ■ 1 

2 In the Duke qf.Glocefters purfo. 

I So when he opens his purfe togiue vs ovir reward. 
Thy confidence flies outi 

2 Let vs go, there's few or none will CBfeitaineir. 

1 How if it come to thee againe? 

2 lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward. A: man cafn nof ffealc* ' !l 

l^ut it accuftth liimiiheoannot fvveare,butit dhecks him: 
He cannot Jic with his neighbours vvife, but it dctefls • 
Him* Itjsablufoing ^lbam fall fpirit^ that mutinied 
In a mans bofome^ic fils one full of ohftacles, 

1 1 made me once reftore a purfe cfgold that I found| 

Ic beggers any man r hatkeepesic ; it is turnd out of all 
T ownes and Cities for adaungerous thing, and euenc 
Alan that meanesto liue welfiendcuoursto tiuft 
To himfeife ; 4nd to liuc withcuuc,: . 

I Zounds 
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1 Zounds it is etien np\y at my elbfcwiperfwading nie 
Not to kill the Duke. 

2 Take the Diueil in thy minde, and beleeuc him not, 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

1 Tut, Iamflrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant the<f. . . ; . . . 

2 Spoke hkc.a tall fellpw that.reipe&s his reputation,: 

Conic lhall we to this geare? 1 j; Y . • . - . 1 . • • ' 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts of thy fworef* 
And rhen ,we l vvill chop him in the malmfcy Butin the next* 

2 Oh excellent deui.(£,make a fop of him, (roome. 

1 Harkeh$#h%fl^ <hi ; ! . i 

2 No,firft jetsreafon witjrhim,, 

da. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of wine., r 

1 You fhallhane wine enough my Lo; anon# 

Cfa In Gods name what art thou? 

2 A man asycu are. Jot 

CLi+ But not as Raniyroyalh , , , r ;; n r > I 

2 y^jaas^e-arejlpyall. ’ . , . /.i!is»L-» • ! .* 

Cla. 1' hy voyce is thunder bt?t thy lookes arc humble, 

2 , Ml ypyceis now the Rfogs ,my lopkes mine ovvric* 
a*. c How darkely,and how deadly doft thou fpeake? 

T ell me who are,y ou, wherefore come you hi ther ' 

A*** : ibihjdfd* 

C4?# Tomurthermc. -dip* J* c j j 
Cu< You (carccly haue the hearts to telLmefo, 

And therefore cannot haue the heafts to do it. 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you? 

1 Offended vs yoqhaqe not, but th^Ring, : 

Qla, I ihall be reconcile) to, him agaiitc#? ’ 

2 Neuer my Loj therefore prepare to die. : 

C/^. Are you.cald,fotth from out a world of men 

Today the inneceq^yyhat ismy offence? 

Where arc the euidence that do accufeme? 

What la w/iil 1 cjuefthaue giuentheir.ycrdift vp 
Y nt ° the ftpy^ning Judgp,Qr ; whQiprpnbunft j . .1 

i he bitter fente^^f poo^^CJaren^eelfcath,-/ t. ; . 

be[oreIbcconuift : l^cOurfegfliiw?. • ' . , • 
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The Tragedie 

To threaten me with death is inof! vnlawfoll: 

I charge you a< you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrift?, dearc bicud filed for ourgi eeuous finncs, 

1 hat you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Thedeede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,wcdo vpon command-, 

2 And he that hath commanded is the King. 

CUr. Erronious Vaflaile, the great King of Ktn*$, 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou ftiajt do no murder,and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edift, and fulfill a mans? 

T ake heede,for he holds vengeance in his hands, 

To hurlevpon their heads that breake his law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he : throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing, and for murder too: 

Thou didft receiuc the holy facramcnt, 

To fight in quarrellofthehoufeofLancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didfl: breake that vowe, and with thy frecherous blade, 
Vnripfljthe bowels of thy fouoraignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou wertfwprne to cheri/h and defend, 

• I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to Vs, 
When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? 

CUr . Alas,for whofefake did I that ill deede, 

For Edward, for my brbther/or his fake: 

W hy firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

.For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be rcuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from his po werful! arme, 

He needes no indireft ,nor lawfufll courft, 

T o cut off thofe that haue offended hiiti; 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter. 

When gallant fpririg,braue Piantagcnet, r 
That Princely Nouice was flrooke dead by thee? 

CUr. My brothers louc^the diuell,and my rage, 

I Thy brothers louche diuelJ, and thy fault, 
haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

CUr. Ch if you louc my brother, hate not me, 
v i >- f lam 
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of Richard the third. 

Iam his brother, and I ‘louc him' well: 

Ifyoubebirdefor neede,go backe againe, 

And I will fende you to my brother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 

2 You are deceiu’d,your brother Gloccfter hates you# 
CU. Oh no, he loues me, and he holdsmc deare. 

Go you to him from roe. 

Aw. I,fo we will. 

CU. T ell him, when that our princely father Yorkc, 
Blcft his three fonnes with his vi&orious arme: 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this deuided friend /hip. 

Bid Gloccfter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Aw, I mi!ftones,as he leffond vs to weepe# 

CU. O do not (launder him, for he is kind, 

1 Right as fnow in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy (elfe, 
Tishethat fent vs hither now to murder thee# 

CU. It cannot be, for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armcs,and fwore With fobs, 

That he would labour my dchueric, 

2 W hy fo he doth, no w he deliucrs thee, 

From this worlds tbraldome,fo the ioyes of hcauen, 

1 Make peace withGod,for you muft die my Lo: 
CU , Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet, to thy owne foule fo blinde, 
f That thou w ilt w'ar w'ith God by murdering me* 

Ah firs,con(ider,hc that fet youon 
T o;do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 What (hall we doi 

C U, Relent, and faue your foulcs. 

I Rclcnt,tis cowardly and womani/h, 

C la. Not to relcnt/is beaft!y,fauage,and diuclifh# 

My friend,! fpic fome pittie in thy lookes: 

Oh if thy eie be not a flatterer. 

Come thou ofi my fide, and intreate forme: 

A begging Princc,what begger pittiesnot? 

D 3 I I 
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1 I thus, and thus:if this will not fc rue, He ft alt him, " 
lie chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome. 

2 A bloudy decde,and defperately perrormd, 

How faine like Pilate would 1 wafli my hand. 

Of this moll grecuous guiltie murder done. 

1 W hy do eft thou not helpc m cf 

By heauenstlieDuke fhaii know how flacke thou artv 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tel! him what I fay. 

For I repent me that the Duke is (laine* 

I So do not I,go covvardas thou art; . 

Now mull Ihide his v body infome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his burial]; ,i 
And when I haue my meedel mud away, 

For this will out, and here I mud not ftay* 

E nt er Kwg y Qyeene^ Haft mgs , RyuerSyD orcet^&c. 

Kin, So, now I fo^ue done a good dayes worke, f r 
You peercscontin^f ibis ynitcdle^guq, 

1 euerie day expert an Embailagc 
From my redeei$er,to redeeme me hence: 

And now in peace my foule fhall pa.it from heaueti. 

Since I ha ue jfet my friends at peace on earth: 

Riuers and Haftings^aJ^e each others hand, 

Diftemble not your hatred, fvve are j our loue* 

Ki& By hcauen,my heart is’ purgd from grudging hate« 
And with my hand ( (eale my truehearts loue # 

Haft, So t hriue I as I truely fweare the like* 

Km, Take hccdcyqu dally not before your King* 

Lcaft he that is the fupreme King of Kings, , ...;j ; 

Confound your hidden falfhcod.an d award 
Either of you to be the other send* 

Haft, So profper I,as 1 fweare perfeift loue. 

Biu, And Iasi loue Haftings with my heart. 

Kin , Madame, your felfe are not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfet^uckinghamjnoryou, 

You haue beenc faftious oiie againft the other: 

Wife, loue Lo: Hafluigsdct hini kilTe your hand, , , \ 

And what you do^lo it vnfainedly. . 

Q^Hcre Haftings,! will ncuer more remember Our 



O 






mm 10 20 30 40 50 60 70 80 90 100 






sukOtiMULycai 






. 



of Richard the third. 

Our former hatred fo thiiue I and mine* 

Dor * Thus cnterchange of loue, I here proteft, 

V pon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Haft, And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin . Now Princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracemcntsto my wiue sallies, 

And make me happic in your vnitie. 

Bhc, When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate, 

On yoii, or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth^herilh youand yours, God punifhmc 
With hate,in thofc where I expert mod loue, 

When I haue mod need to innploy a friend, 

Andmoft allured thathc is a friend, 
Deepe,holloiv,rrecherous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me* This do I’begge of God, 

When I am cold in zealc to you or yours. 

Kin, A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is tK& thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Gloceftcr Here , 

T o make the per fed period of this ‘peace, Enter Gloceftcr , 
Buc. Ahd in good time, here comes thenoblc Duke 
Glo, Good morrow to my foucraigne King & Queene 
And princely Pccres,ahappie time of day. * 

Kin, Happie indcedc,as we haue fpent the Jay: 

Brother, we haue done deedes df charitie : 

Made peace of enmitic,faire loue of hate* 

Bctwecne thefc fwelling wrong infcnced Pecres* 

G/°, Ahlcfled labour my moftfoueraignc lie*e*, 
Amongft this princely hcapc,ifany here, * 

B v falfe intelligence, or wrong fin mife, 

Hold me a foe, if I vn wittingly,or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne * 

By any in thisprefencc, I defire 

To reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

i is death to me to be at enmitie. 

p n C \A > a ^ ^ c ^ re all good mens loue. 
^rlLMadameJintreate true peace ofyou,- 
Which I vvillpurchafe with my dutious fcruice. 
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The Tragedie 

Ofyou my noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg’d betweenevs. 

Of you Lo. Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lords,gentlemen, in deed ofall : 

I do not know that Englifti man aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotf c at oddes; 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

1 thankc my God for my humilitie. 

Qu. A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded, 

My foucreignc liege I do befeccli your Maiefijc, 

To take our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, hauc I offred loue for this. 

To be thus (corned in this roy all prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniurie to fcorne his corfe. 

Riff. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? * 
Qh, A 11 feeing hcauen, what a world is this? 

LoOkello pail eLo.Dovfet as the reft? n 

Dor. I my good Lo.and no one in this prefence, y ■ 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Ktn, Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft. 

G/o, But he (poore foule by your firft order died, 

And that a winged Mercurie did'bcare. 

Some tardic cripple bore the countermaund. 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that feme IcfTe noble^and lefle loyall, 

Nearer in bloudic thoughts ,but not in bloud : 

Defcrue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Darbie , 

Dar, A boonc(my foueraine)for my feruicedonc. 

Km, I pray thee pe tce,my foule is full of (orrow. 

Dar, I will not rile vnle lie your higbnefle graunt. 

Kin . Then fpeake at once,what is it tiiou demaundfb 
Dar, The forfait (oucraigne of mV feruants life. 

Who flue to day a 1 yotous gentleman, 

Latclic attendant on the Duke oiNorffolke# 

Kin. Huue 






of Richard the third. 

Kin. -Haue l a tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought, 

And yet his punilhment was cruel! death. 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bade me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mightic Warwicke,and did fight for me? 

Who tolde me in the field by T euxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me. 

And faid,deare brother, liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay ic the field. 

Frozen almofl: to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gaue himfelfc 
All thin andandnakedto the humbcold night? 

All this 'from my* remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put irin my minde. 

But when your carcer$,or your waighting vafTailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, a nd defaftc. i } 

The precious image of our dc-are Redeemer, 

You ftraight arc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 
AndWmuflly too,rouft graunt it you: 

But form} brothcr,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor I(vngracious)fpeakc vnto my felfe, 

For him , poore foule :T he proudeft of you all r ' 1 

Hauc beene beholding to him in his life. 

Yet none of yoU vVoiild once plead for his life s ' 

Oh God, I fearethy iufticc will take holde 
On mejihdydy^ittH mine, and yours^ : (Exit. 

Come Haflings,helpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarence, 
Glo. This is, the fruit of rafhnefle : mar’kt you not 
How that the guiltie kinrcd ofthe Quefene, 

Lcokt pale when they did heareof Clarence death » 

Oh they did vrge it fH!l vnto the King, 

God will rruengeif. But come letsin 

To comfort Edward with our companic, Exeunt , 

E Enter 
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'Enter Dutches of Tor ke 3 with Clarence children ^ 

B cy* Tell me good Granam,is our father dead i 
D»u No boy. (breaft 

B 07, Why d©9 you wring your bands, and beatyour * 
And crie,Oh Clarence my vnhappie fonac ? 

Gerl. Why do you lookc on vs, and lhake your head,, 
And call vs wretches,Orphancs,caftuwaycs, 

If that our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut. My pretuc Cofens, you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fickencflc of the King : 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death : . 

3 t were loll labour,to weepe for one thatYloft. 

Bo/. Then Granamyou conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God will rcu :ngc it, whom I yyjU importune 
With daylre praiers>all to that effeft# , - ? I . 

Dut. Peace children, pcace,f he Kingdoth loue you well , 
Incapable and fhallow innocents. 

You cannot gueffe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy „ Granaiu vve can : For my good V ncle Gloceftcr 
T old me, the King prouoked by the Quccnc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon aim : • 

And when liee toldc .me fo, hee wept. 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kill my cheeke, 

And bad me relic on him as on my father. 

And he would louc me dearely as his childe, 

Dut. Oh that deceite fhould ftea ! e fuch gentle fhapes, 
And with a venuous vifard hide foule guile i 
He is my forin<yyea,apd therein ray ihame 
Y ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

\ Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did disenable, Granam? 
Dut' I boy. 

Boy. I cannot thinkcit,harke what noife is this* E nterm 
Qyy. O h who fhall hin der me to .wail e apd weqpe? Queen* 
To chide my fortune,and torment my felfe ? 

He ioine with blacke defpaire againft my foule. 

And to my felfe become an enemic. 

Dm, What meancs this.fceane of rude impatience^ 

To make an aft of tragickc violence. Ed - 



of Richard the third. 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead# 

Why grow the branches,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the lcaucs,thc fap being gone? 

If you will liuc,lame nt : if die, be briefc : 

That our fwife winged foules.may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubie&s, follow him 
To his new kingdome ofperpetuall reft. 

Due. Ah fo much intereft haue I in thy (brrow, 

As i had title in thy nobl c hufband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblancc 9 
Arc crackt in pccccs by malignant death : 

And I for comfort haue but one falfc glalle, 

Which greeues me when I fee my ftiame in him* 

T hou art a wido we,yct thou art a mother, 

And haft die comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatcht niy children from mine armcs 8 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufc haue I 
Then .being but nsoity of my griefc, 

To ouergo thy plants and drowne thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fathers death, 
Ho vv can we aid you vyith our kindreds fearesf 
G crl. Our fatherlcfte diftrcftc was left vnmoand, 

Your widovyes dolours hkewife be vnwept. 

Q#. Giue me no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth laments# 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That 1 being gouernd by thewatry moane. 

May fend fooith plenteous teares to drowne the world i 
Oh for my husband, for my eyre Lo. Edward. 

A mbo. Oh for our father, for ourdcarc Lo: Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence* 
Q«. W hat ft ay had 1 but Ed ward, arid he is gone? 
Am. What (lay had wc but Clarence, and he is gone* 
Dut, What ft aies had I but they, and they aregone? 

Was neucrvvidow^hadfodearcaloile# 
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of Richard the third. 

Buck. My Lord, who cucr iourneyes to the Pri ncc * 

For Gods lakelet not vstwobebehinde: 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

As index to the flori e we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queenes proude kindred from the King* 

G/<?« My ’other felfc,my counsels confiftoric, 

My Oracle,my Prophet,my dearc Cofcn: 

1 like a child will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for vve will not flay behindc* 

Enter two Citizens,. 

Cit . Neighbour well met,vvhithor. ^ijvay f o fail l 
Cit. I promife you,! fcarcely know my fclfe* 

Heare you the newe$ abroad* 

I, that the Kingis dead. , 

* Bad newesbirladY>fcldomec#mes the better, 

I fcare, I feare, twill proue a troublcfome world* E nter ant ^ 
5 Ciu Good morrow neighbours* therfit, 

Deth this neyves hold of good KingEdwards death? 

1 It doth* 3 Then mailers look to fee a troublous world 

1 No,no,by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne* 

5 Wo to that land thats gouerndby a childc* 

2 In him there is a hope of goucrnmsnt, 

That in his nonage jcounfellvnder him, ' 

And in his full and ripened yeares himfelfc, 

No doubt fhall then ,and till then gouei ne well. 

1 So flood the ftate when Harry the fixe 
Was crownd at Paris, but at xi*mon.ethsolde. 

3 Stood the ftate fo?no good my friend not fa, 

For then this land was famoufly enricht 
With pollitike graue counfellithcn the King 
Had vertuous Vnckles to protect his grace, 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother* 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who fhall be near eft : 

Which touch vs all too ncare,if God preuent not*. 

Oh fallofdangeristheDukcofGlocefter, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautie and proude, 

E j And 



The Tragedie 

A mbo. Was euer Orphancts had a dearer Ioffe 

Dtf. Was cuer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
Alas, I am the mother of thefc mones, 

Their woes are parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edward vvcepes,and fo do I: 

I for a Clarence weepc,fo doth not fhc: 

Thcfe babes for Clarence vveepe,and fo do I: 

I for an Edward wcepc.and fo do they* 

Alas,you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Proue all your feares,Iam your forrowesnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations* Enter Glocefi 
^/♦Madume haue comfort, all of vrfiaue caufe* veiih others* 
To waile the dimming of our fliining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them* 

Madame my mother, I do crie you mercie, 

1 did not fee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
Icraueyour blefling, 

Du. God bkfle thee,and put meckenes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,ohcdiencc,and true dutie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good oldc man. 

Thats the butt end ofmy mothers blefling: 

Imaruell why herGrace did leaue it out? 

Buc\. You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing peeres. 
That beare this mutual 1 heauie load of moanc, 

Now cheare each other, in each others louc: 

Though wee haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We are to reape the Harueft of his fonne: 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

But lately fplinted, knit, and ioynde together, 

Muft greatly be prefetuM,cIierifht,nnd kepr*. 

Me feemeth good that with fome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

Glc ./ Then be it (o,and go vve to determine, 

Who they fhall be that ftraight fhall port to Ludlow* 
Madame, a nd you my mother, will you go. 

Tog iue your confutes in this vvaightie bulin tffe 

A*U With all our hearts,. Exeunt. man jGlo>Bucfc^ 
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And were they to berulde,and not to rule, 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

2 Come, come, we fcare the woorft,all flialbe ivel. 

3 W hen clojidcs appeare,vvife men put on their doakes: 
When grifat leaues fall^he winter is at hand: 

When the lunne fctsy.vho doth not lookfc for night i 
V nrimely ftormes,makc men expett a dearth : 

A II may be well : but if God fort ic fo, 

Tis more then we deferue or I expert. 

1 T ruche the foul es of men are full ofbrcad : 

Y ee cannot alrooft reafon with a man 

That lookes not heaui!y : ,ahd full offeare. 

3 Before the tirfics of change, (till is it fot 
By a diuine inftinrt mens minder miftruft 
Enfuing dangcrs,as by proefe we fee* 

The waters fwell before a boiftrous ftormc: 

But leauc it all to God : whither away* 

2 Wcarcfcntfortothelufticc. 

3 And fo w r asl,lle bearc you company. Exeunt. 

Enter Cardwol/fDutches of T ef^Quee, young T orke. 

Car. Laft night I heare they lay at Northhampton, 

At ftoniftratford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day, they will be here. 

D tit. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much grovven fince laft I faw him. 

Q». But I heare no .they fay my fonne of Yorke 
Hath almoft ouertanc him in his growth. 

7V« I mothcr,but I would not haue it fo. 

D tit. Why my yong Cozen it is good to growe* 

Tor. Grandam,one night as we did fi t at (upper , 

My vncklc Ritierstalkt how I did grow 

More then my brother. I quoth my Vnckle Glocefter, 

Small heibes haue grace, great weedes grow apace, 

And fince me thinkcsl would not grow fofaft: 
Bccaufcfwccteflow'ers are(lowe,nnd weeeles niakchafta 
D nt. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obiert the lame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing w hen he was young, ^ 



of Richard the third. 



So long a growing,and fo leifurely. 

That if this were a true rule, he lhoule be gracious*. 

Car. Why Madame>fo no doubt he is. 

But. I hope fo too,but yet let mothers doubt. 

Ter . Now by my troth il l had Lcene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vnckles grace a flout, mine. 

That (hould haue ncercr toucht his growth then he did 1 
But. How my pretic Yoike?I pray thee let me heme it. 
Tor . Marric they fay that my Vnckle grew fo baft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old; 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beetle a pretic ieft. 

But . . Xpray thee prctic Yorke who told thee fo i 

Ter f Granamhis iiurfA 

Dut. Why (he was dead ere thou wert borne*— 

Ter. Iftwere not (he,I cannot tell who told uie. 

Q». A perilous boy ,go tp ,you arc tod fhrewd* 

Car. Good Madame be not angrie with the child! 

Q*. Pitchers haue earcs. 

Car , Here comes your fonne ,Lo:Marqucs Dorfct. 

What ncwesLo: Marques? Enter Dotfit, 

Dor ♦ Such newes my Lord, .Is greeues me to vnfoldc. 

Q u. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well Madame, and in health. 

Da/, What is the newes then* 

Dor . Lo:Riuer$ and Lo:Gr^y,are fent to Pomfrct, 

With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners, 

Dut. Who hath coiiimitred them? * 

Dor. The mightie Dukes^Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence t 
Dor * The fumme ofall I can,! haue difclofcck 
Why, or .what thefe nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me my gracious Lady, 

Q«. Ay nice, I feethe downcfallofour houfc* 

The tyger now hath ccazd the gendc hinder 
Infulting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the inpocent and lawleffethroaner 
W dcome deftruftion ; dcath and Maftacre, 

I fee 
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I fee as in a mappe the end of all . 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling daies, 

Ho w many of you haue mine eies beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vpanddownc my fonnes were toft, 

Forme to ioy and weepc their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated, and domeftike broiles 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfelues the conqtierours. 

Make war re vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Sclfe againft felfc, O prepofterous 

And frantike outragc,ende thy damned fplceric, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more, 

Q#. Come, come, my boy^vyc will to (an&uane, 

Dut. lie go along with you, 

Q*. You haue no caufc. 

Car. My gracious Ladic go, 

And thither bcarc your treafure and your goods. 

For my part, He refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I kccpe,and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and all of yours : 

Come, lie conduftyou to the fan&uarie- Exeunt 

'the T rfimfets found. Enter yo»g Prince ,tbe Da^es ofGlo- 
ce(icr y 4nd Bucktngbam,Cardtnall>&c. (bcr. 

Hue. Welcome fvvccte Prince to London to your chara- 
Glo. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts (oueraigne, 
The wearie way hath made you melancholic, 

Prin. No vncle, but our erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifpme^ndheauie*. 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo. S wcete Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yceres, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguifliof a^naan. _ 

Then of his outward (hew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neucr iumpeth with the heart; : ; -r 

Thofe Vncles winch you want.were dangerous, 

You' Grace attended to their fugr^d words^ 
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pri God keepe me from falfc friends, but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord,the Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo. AP.Go d blcfle your grace, with health and happy daies. 

Prin . I thanke you good my L. and tbankc you all: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a flug is Haftmgs,that he comes not 

To tell vs whether they will come or no. (Enter L. Haft. 

* Andingood time,hcre comes the fw eating Lord- 

Pri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother come? 

Haft. On what occaf ion, God heknowes.notl: 

The Queenc your mother, and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fanttuarie: The tender Prince 

Would fame haue come with me, to mecte your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Bac. Fie, what an indirefl and peeui/h courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinal!, will your grace 
Perfwadc the Quecne to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prefently? 

If file denie,Lo. Haftings go with him, 

And from her i'ealotis armes pluckc him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: ofBuckingham, if my weakeoratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expecl him here : but if fhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleiled fanftuarie,not for ail this land, 

Would I beguiltie of fo deepe afinne. 

You arc too fencelrilc obftinatc my Lo. 

Too ceremonious and traditional!: 

Weigh it but with the groflenefle of this age 
You breake not fan&uarie in feazinghim: 

The benefit thercofis alwaies granted 
To thofe whole dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor delerued it. 

And therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 

F Then 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breake rio priuiledge nor charter there: 

Oft hauc 1 heard of fari&iiaric men , 

But fanftuatie childi en neper til! no w\ 

Car. My Loryoulhalloucrrulemymindefor once: 
Come on L: Haftings,wil) you go with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord. 

Prw. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may 1 
Say V nekle Glofter,if our brother come, 

Where fhall wc foiourne till our Coronation* 

Glo. Where it feemes byft vnto your royall felfe: 

If I may councell you,fomc day or two, 

Your highneft'e fhall repofe you at the tower: 

Then where you pleafe,and lhalbe though; moft Et, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I do not like the tpwer of any place : 

Did Iulius Caefar build that place my Lore!/ 

Bhc. He clid,my gratious L: begin that place, 

Which fince fucceeding ages haue rcedified. 

Prw. Is it vpon rccord>or elfe reported 
Succefliuely from age to age he built it? 

Bhc. Vpon record my gratious Lor 
Prin . But fay my to: it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth lliould liue from age to age. 

As twere retailde to all pofteritv, 

Eucn to the gcncrall ending day. 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay,do ncuer liue long* 
Prin . Whatfayyou Vncklc* 

G\o. Ifay without chara&ers fame liues long: 

Thus like the formall vice iniquitic , 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

Pr 't % That Iulius Ciefar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downe to make his valure liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour, 

For now he liues in fame,though not in life: 

He tell you what my Coufcn Buckingham* 

Bhc, What my gratious Lord! 
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Prin. And if I liue vntill I be a man, 
lie win our auncient right in France againc. 

Or die a fouldicr as I liude a King. 

67tf.Sliort fummers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter-young T orkf, Haftwgs t C* rdtnall . 

Bhc. Now ingood time here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Pri. Rich, of Yorke, how fares our louing brother? 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fo muft I call you now. 

^prt. I brother to our griefe as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might hauc kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maiefly* 

Glo. How fares our Coufen noble L* ofYorkc? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vnckle, OmyLo: 

You Laid that Idle we£ds are faft in grosvth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown mefarre. 

Glo. He hath my Lo: ' • , / 

T or. And therefore is he idle? 

Glo . Oh my faire Coufcn,I muft not fay fo. 

Tor . Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

T or. I pray you Vnckie giue me. this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Coufen, withall my heart. 

Pri. A begger brother* 

T or. Of my kindc V ncklc that I know will giue, 

And being but a toy,whichi$ no greefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,Il,e giue my Cofcm 
T or. A greater gift,0 thats thefword to it* 

Glo. I gentle Cofen,were it light enough. 

Tor.Q f ha I fee you wil part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youft fay a begger nay. • I Ih' ,- 
Glo. Ix isrtoo waightifefibrjyour grace to w earev :\ 1 

Tor . I weigh it lightty:were it heauier. 

Glo. What would youLaue my weapon litle Lord * 

Tor. I would that 1 might thankcyqu as, you call me* 
Glo. How? TV. LitlcT 

/ > W My Lo: of Yorke will Hill bcciojflc in . 

Vnckleyour grace knowes how,*© bear* withJjijp, :j «, • . * a? 

F a " " ' Tv. 
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Tor, You meane to beare me, not to beare with me: 
V ncklc,my brother mockes Loth you and me, 

Becaufc that 1 am litle like an ape, 

He thinkes that you fhould beare me on yout /boulders. 

Bkc. With what a fharpe prouided wit he rcafons 
T o mittigate the fcotne he giucs his Vnck’ej 
Hepracly and aptly taunts himfeife. 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfull. 

Glo. jMy Lo: wilt p’eafeyou paiTe along. 

My felfe and my good Coufen Buckingham, ' 

VAr ils to your mother to entreateof her, 

T o mecte you at the Tower, and weta me you. 

T or. W hat will you go vnto the tower my to? 

Prtn, My Lo:prote&or will haueitfo. 

Tor . I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the tower. 

Glo. Why, w hat fhould you fearef 

Tor, Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Gran im tolde me he was niurdred there. 

Pnn . I fcare no Vnckles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that hue, I hope, 

c Prm. And if they liue,I hope I need not fearc. 

But come my L: w ith a heauic heart 
Thinking on them, go I vnto the tower. 

Exeunt Pnn. Tor. Haft.D or/manetjRtcb.Buc? 
Bhc % Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcorne youthusopprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis apcrillous boy,. 
Bold^uickedngeniouSjfbrwardjCapable, 

He is all the mothers 3 frbm the top to toe* 

Bnc. Well let them reft : Come hither Catesby, 
Thou art fworne as deepcly to eflfeft what we intend^ 
As clofely tp conccale what we impart, 

Thouknoweft our rcafons vtgdc vpaoxhe wa y: 

What thinkeft thou* is it not arieafic matter 
To make William Lo: Haftings ofour mindfc 0 
For the inftalemcnt of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royall of this famous ifc? 
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Cafe/. He for his fathers fake fo loucs the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Bucl^ What thinkeft thou then of Stanley ,what will he \ 
Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth* 

Back. Well then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby, and as it wereafarre off, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftings, how he ftands affe&ed 
Vnto our purpofe,ifhe be willing. 

Encourage him, and fhew him all our reafons: 

If he be leaden, icie, cold vnwilling, 

Be thou fo too : andfo breake off your talks* 

And giue, vs notice of his inclination: 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be emploied. 

Glo. Commend me to Lo: William, tell him Catesbjr, 

His auncient knot of dangerous aduerfai ies 
To morrow are let bloud at Pomfret Caftle,. 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue Miftreffe Shorc^one gentle kifle the more. 

Bac . Good Catesby effeft this bufinefTefoundly. 

Cat . My good Lo: bothjWithallche heed I may>. 

Glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe ??: 
Cat. You /hall my Lord. 

Glo. At Crobsby place there fhall youfinde vs both > 

Buc . Now my Lo: what ffeallwc do, if we percciue 
William Lo: Haftings will not yecld to our complotsS 
Gh. Chop off his head man^fomewhat we wili do* 

And lookc when I am King,claime thou of me 
The Earledomc of Hereford, and the moueables* 

Whereof the King my brother flood pofTeft. 

Bac. He claimc that promife at your graces hands. 

Glo . And looke to haue it y eclded with wiUingneuc 2 
Come let vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in Lome forme. Exeunt 

Enter a mejfengtr to Lo: Haftings* 

Meff. What ho my Lord* 

Haft* Who knocks at the doref 
Me/ A meffenger from the Lo:Stanley. Enter Lina(L 
F 3 ^!l?! 
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Haft. Whatsaclocke? 

OHeJf. Vponthedrokeoffoure. 

Haft . Cannot thy maider fleepe the tedious nights? 
Me(f. So it fhould feemc by that I haue to fay : 

Fird he commends him to your nob’e Lordfhip. 

Haft. And then. Mcf. And then he fends you word, 
He dreamt to night the bcare had rafte his belmc: 
Be(ides,he(aies there arc two councels held. 

And that maybe determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him forewent the other, 
Therefore he fends to know yout Lordlhip pleafure: 

I f prefen tlv you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpeedepoft into the North, 

T o fhun the danger that his Rule diuines; 

Haft. Go fellow go, returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And at the other,i> my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 

Whereof I dial! not haue intelligence. 

T cl him his feares arc (lull aw, wanting inflancie. 

And for his dreamesj wonder he is fo fond, 

T o truft the mockery of vnejuiet (lumbers. 

To flic the boare, before the brarepuifues vs, 

Were to incenfe the boare tofellow vs, 

A nd make purfime where he did mcane no chafe: 

Go bid thy maider rife and come to me, 

And we will both togither to the tower, 

Where he fballfeethcboare will vfe vs kindly, 

Mef. My gracious. Lo: He tell him what you (a y. 'Enter 
Cat. Many good morro vves to my noble Lo : . , (£at es kj. 
Haft. Good morrow' Catesby ,you are early dirring. 
What newes vvhst newes, in this our tottering date ? 

Cat . It is a reeling world indeed my Lo s 
And I beleeue it will neuer ftand vpright, 

T ill Richard weare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. Howf weare the garland? doeft thou mesne the 
Car, liny good Lord. (crownct 

' ~ v Haft. 



of Richard the third. 

Haft. lie haue thiscrowne ofmine,cut frommy fliouldcrs 
Ere I will fee the crowne fo foule mifpladc: c 
But canft thou guclTe that he doth aimeat it. 

Cat . Vpon my life my Loiand hopes to find you for ward 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And thereupon he fends youth# good ne wes*. 

Thatthis fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene mud die at Pomfrct* 

Haft. I ndecd I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue bene dill mine enemies : 

But that He giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my maiflers heires in true difcenc, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death* 

Q at . Godkecpe your Lordfhip in that gratious 
Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a twcluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my M aiders hate, . 

I line to looke vpon their tragedie : 

Itellthee Gatesby. Cat, What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fomc packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat . Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it. 

Haft . O Mondrous, mondrous,and fo falls it out 
With Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill doa 
With fomc men elle,who thinke thcmfclues as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thouknoweft aredeare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft . I know they do,and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley* 

What my L:- where is your boare-fpeare man* 

Feare you the boare and go fo vnprouidcdf 
Stan. My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby 
You may ieft on: but by the holy roodc* 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. ... 

Haft . My Lo: I holde my life as dearc as you do yours* 
And neuer in my life I do proteftj 
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Was it more pretious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate (ccu-e, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London 
- Were iocund,and fuppofde theirftates wasfurc, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft ; 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay,I proue a needlefTe coward : 

But come my JLo: fhall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but flay, he, are you not the newe*, 

This day thofc men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

^.They for their truth might better wcare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufdc them weare their hat,: 

But come my Lo; let vs away . Enter Haft. a Purfiuanu 

Haft. Go you before, Tie follow prefently. 

Haft . Well met Haftings Jiow goes the world with thee? 
Par. The better that itpleafeyourLortoa^kc. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee lad where now we meetc: 

Then was I going prjfoner to the Tower, 

By the (uggeflion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur 4 God hold it to your honors good content. 

Haft, Grmicicy Haftingsjio-ldfpend thou that '.Heines 
Pur . God fauc your Lord (hip. (hint htspurfe. 

Haft. What fir Iohn you are well met, '{Enter a Pntjl . 
I am beholding to you for your laft daiesexercife: 
Comethe next fabaoth,and I will content you. He whip 
Enter 'Buckingham. {in his eare . 

Buc. How now Lo: Chamberlaine,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need theprieft (p nc * * 

Your honour hath no fhriuingworke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when I met this holy man* 

Thofe men you talkc of came into my minde; 

Whatjgo you to the tower my Lord? , 
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Buc. I do, but long I (hall not ftay , 

I /ball returne before your Lordfiiip thence. 

Haft , T is like enough,for I ftay dinner there. 

Buc. And fupper too, although thou knoweft it not: 
Come fli a.I 1 vv e go along? Exeunt. 

Enter Str Richard Ratliffejwith the Lord Riuers > 
Grayed Vaughan y prifoners. 

Rati. Come bring forth the; prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffc let me tell thee this: 

Today fhalt thou behold a fubiett die, 

For truth,for duty, and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 
A knot you are of damned bloudfuckers* 

Rittj O Pomfret, PomfretjOb thou bloudie prifon, 
Fatalland dominious to noble peeres. 

Within the guilty clofurc of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more flaunder to thy difmail fculc, 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blouds to drinkc. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfe is falnc vpon our heads : 

For (landing by,vvhen ; Richard ftabd her fonne: 

^w.Then curft (lie Haftings,then curft file Buckingham: 
Then curft (he Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc herpraiers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fill er,and her princely forme: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our trueblouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftiy mult be fpijc. 

Rat. Come , come,. difpatch, the limit of your lines is out. 

Rta. Cotnc Gray, come V aughanftet vs all imbrace 
And take our lcaue vntill we meetein heauen* Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Councell. 

Ha(i. My Lords, at once the caufe why we are met* 

Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay, when is this roy all day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

*Dar. It is, and wants but nomination, 

Riu. To morrow then,I guefte-a happie time. 

Buc ♦ Who kno.wcs the Lord protettors mind herein? 

G Who 
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Who is moft inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. Why youmy Lo: me thinkes you fhould fconeft know 
Buc. Who I my Lo ? we know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our hai t s,hc knowes no more of mine, 

T hen I of yours: nor I no more of his, then you of mine: 
Lo:'Haftings,you and he are ncere in loue. 

Haft. I thankc his Grace, I know he loues me well: 

But for his purpofein the coronation: 

I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure anyway therein; 

But you my noble Lot may name the time* 

And in the Dukes bchalfejle giue my voices 
Which I prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bijh. Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfc. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens all, good morrow, (Ev.Gb. 
I haue bene long afleeper,but now I hope 
My abfencc doth neglcft no great defignes* 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kewniy Lo: 
William L. Haftings had now proncunft your part: 
Imeaneyour voice for crowning of the King. 

Glo , Then my L. Haftings no man might be bolder* 

His Lordlhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I thankc your Grace. 

Glo. MyL.ofElie, Btfo. MyLo: 

Glo . WhenlwaslaftinHplborne, 

I fa w good ftrawbei ries in your garden there* 

I do bcfeech you fend for fome of them, 

Bt[b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofcn Buckingham^ word with you? 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our buf ineftc* 

And findes the tefty Gentleman fo hot* 

As he will loofc his head care giue confcnt* 

His Maifters fonne as wor flhipfull he termes it* 

Shall loofc the royalty of Englands throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. He follow you. Ex.Gt 
Dor* We haue not yet fet do wnc this day of triumph* 
To morrow in mine opinion is too fooncs 
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Fori my fclfeam not fo wellprouided. 

As elfe 1 would be, were the day prolonged. 

By. Where is ray L.prote#or,I haue fent for thefe itrawoe^ 
Ha. His Grace lpokeschccrfully and fmooth to day* (ries,, 
There* fome conceit or other likes him well* 

When he doth bid good morrow with filch a fpirit. 

I thinke there is neuer a man in chriftendome, 

That can letter hide his loueor hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face* 

By any likelihood lie fhewed to day? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended* 

For if he were, he would haue fliewen it in his face. 

Dar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo , 

Glo. I pray you all,what do they deferue, 

That do confpire my death with diuelliLh plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild* 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I bcarc your grace 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prefeno 
T o doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

Glo. Then be your eies the witneffe of this ill* 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine armc 
Is like a blafted fapling withered yp. 

This is that Edwards wife , that monftrous witch, 

Confort ed w ith that harlot ft rumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lo s 
Glo * If, thou prote&or of this damned ftrumpet, 

T elft thou me of iffes? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head.Now by Saint Paule* 

I wifi not dine to day I fwcare, 

Vntiil I fee the fame, fome fce it done: 

The reft that loue me,comc and follow me. E xemtjnAm 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit fpr me: Cat .with Ha*. 
For I too fond might haue presented this: . T . 

Stanley did dreaxne the. boar e did race hishelmc* > r . 
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Butldifdaind it, and did fcorne to flic, 

Three times to day , my fbotecloth horfe did ftumble* 

And ftartled when he lookt vpon the tower, 

As loth to beareme to the flaughterhoufe# 

Oh,now I want the Pi ieft that fpake to mc> 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As tvvere triumphing at mine enemies : 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecurc in grace and fiiuour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauie curfc, 

Is lighted on poor£ Hadings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fliort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary date of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of hcauen : 
Whobuildeshis hopes in aire of your fairclookcs, 

Liucs likeadrunken fayleron a inaft, 

Readie with euery nod to fumble do wne 
Into the fatall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come lcade me to the blocke,beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhordy fhalbe dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofter and Buckingham in armor. 

Glo. Come Cofen, cand thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou Wert diuraught and mad with terror. 

Bite. Tut feare not me. 

I can counterfait the deepe Tragedian, 

Spcake,aiid looke backe,and prie on cucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforced fmilcs. 

And both are ready in their offices 
To grace ray ftratagems. Enter Maior l 

Glo . Here comes the Maior. 

But. Letmcalone to entertain e him .Lo: Mai. 

Glo* Looke to the drawbridge there# 

Hue* The reafon vie hauc fent for you, 

Glo* Cat&sby ouerlookc the walls# 
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Buck- Harke,I heare a drumme. 

Glo. Looke backc, defend thee,hereare enemas. 

Buc t God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter'Gatesly 
Glo . 0,0, be quiet,it is Catcsby. mtbWaft.htad* 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor j 
The daungerous and vnfufpefted Hading*. 

Glo. Sodeare llou’dthemamthatlmudwcepc’ 

I tooke him for the plained harmelcflc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian, 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foulc recorded* 

The hidory of all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmoothe he daubd hh vice with fhew of Vertue, 

That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his couerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpeft. (traitor 
Buck. Well well, he was thecouertd fheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wo!d you haue imagined, 

Oralmod beleeue, wertnot by great preferuatio 
We liue to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the councell houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloceftcr. 

Maior . What,had he fo? 

Glo . What thinke you we are Turks or Infidels* 

Or that vve would againd the forme of lawc. 

Proceed thus rafhiy to the villaiaes death. 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe. 

The peace of Fngland,and our perlons fafety 
Inford vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairc befal you, he deferued his death. 

And you my good Lo:both,haue well proceeded 
To warne falfe traitours from the like attempts: 

I neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in withMiftrefle Shore. 

T>*/. Y et had not we determined he fhould die, 
Vntillyour Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing hade of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againd our meaning hauepreuented* 

G 3 Bccaufe 











Bccaufc^ny Lord, we wouldhaue had you heard 
The traitor fpcake,and timeroudy cgnfeffe 
The roancr,and thepurpofe of his treafon, 

That youmight well haue fignified the lame 
Vnto the Citizens, w ho happily may 
Mifconftcrvsinhim,and waylehis death. 

*JMa. But my good Lord, your graces word fh ill ferue 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeakc. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious citizens, 

With all your iuft p: occcdings in this caufc. 

Gtlo. And to that end wc wiflrt your Lordihip here, 

T o auoidc -the carping cenfures of the world. 

Bhc . Butfinceyou come too late of our intents, 

Yet witneiTe what wc did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

G U. After , after ,co fen Buckingham. Exit Mator. 

The Maior towards Guildhall hies him in all poft. 
There at your meetft aduantage of the time, 

Inferre the baftardy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Cittizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his heufe, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer,vrge his hatefull luxurie. 

And beftiall appetite in change of lull. 

Which ftretchedto their liruants.daughtersywiucs, 

Euen where his luftfull eve, or fauage heart 
Without controll hftedto make his prey: 

Nay for a neede thus farrc,comc nccre my perfon, 

Tell them, when that my mother went with childc 
Of that vnfitiatc Edward, noble Y orkc, 

My princely father then had warresin France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the iftue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Bemgnothing like the noble Duke my father: 

But touch thisfparingly as itwerefarre off, 

JBccaufc you kno vtyny Lord^my mother liucs^ 
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Bhc. Fcare notjriiy Lord, He play the Orator* 

As ifthc golden fee for which I pleadc 
Were for myfelfe. 

gio. Ifyouthriue well, bring them to baynards Caftle, 
Where you jfha'll findc me well accompanied, 

With reuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops. 

Bhc. About three or fourc a clocke looke to hearc 
What neives Guildhall affordeth,andfo my Lord farewell* 
Glo . Now will I in to take fome priuie order. Exit Bhc* 
To dra w the brats of Clarence out offight. 

And to giuc notice that no raaner ofperfon 

At any time haue recourfc vnto the Princes. £xr>. 

Enter a Scriuener with a paper in his hand. 

This is the indi&ment of the good Lord Haftings, 

Which in a ftt hand fairely is engrofft^ 

That it may be this day read ouer in Paulcs: 

And marke how well the fequell hangs togither, . 

Eieucn hourcs I fpent to write it ouer* 

Eor yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
Theprefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe fiuehouresliued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaynted,vncxamined,free,at liberty: 

Heres a good world, the while. Why whoes fb.grofle 
That fees not this palpable denice? 

Yet whofefo blindc but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to naught,. 

When fuch bad dealing mult be fene in thought. Exit, , 

Enter Glofter at one doreJBnckwgham at another* 

Glo. How now my Lotd,what fay the Citizen?? 

Bhc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord', 

1 he Citizens are mumme,and fpeakenot a word. 

Glo. T oucht you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

Bhc. I did, with the infatiate greedinefle of his defiret* 
His tyranmy for triflcs,hisowne baftardy* . 

A s being got, your father theninFrance: . 

Withal! I did inferre your lienaments a 
Being the right Idc a or your father, . 

Both in your forme and noblcneflc of ninefe* 
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Laid open all your victories in Scotland : 
Youtdifeiplinein war, wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vertue,faire humilitic: «>] r)ll .. 

Indeedc left nothing fitting for the purpofc in ; ^ * 

Vntouchtjbr fleightly handled in difeourfe: 

And when mine oratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did loue their countries good, 

Cric,God faueRichardjEnglands royall King. 

Glo, A, and did they fo* , r : 1; 

‘ 2 3uc, Nofo Godhelpe me, r . : i v _ 1 

But like dumbe flatucs or breathing floncs, f 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale: 

Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 

And askt the Maiorjwhat meant this wilfuJl filenccf 
His anfwerc was, thcpeoplc, were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my talc againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfe: 

When he had donc/oroe followers bfmine ownc 
At the lower end of the hall, hurld vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voices cricd,God faue King Richard. 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufeand louing fhoutc, 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard; 

And fo brake offandcameaway. ’ 

Glo. What tonglefTc blocks were they, would they not, 
< Buc. No-bymy troth my Lo: (ipeake? 

Glo, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 
Glo . The Maior isherc at hand.and intend fome fcare. 
Be not fpoken withalhbut with mightie fute; - 
And lookeyou get a praier booke in your hand# 

And flan d betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft: 

Play the maides part, fay no, but take it- 
Glo, Feare not me,ifthoucanft pkadeaswxllfotthem, 
As I can fay nay to thcc>for my fclfc, ^ 
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No doubt week briogittoa happie iffiae. ^ T 

^\YoU fhai fee what I can do,gct youvpto the IcadsT*. 
Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , ^ 

IthinkctheDuketvillnotbc fpoke withall. Enter Catesby, 
Here comes bis feruant: how now Catesby what faips hei 
My.Lordjhe doth intreat c your grace 
T o vi fit him to morrow' or next day, 

He is within with two right rcuerend fathers, 

. Diuincly bent to meditation, - 
And in no worldly fute would he be motfd, 

To draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Bmc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my fclfe,thc Maior and Gttizens, 

In deepc defignes and matters of great moment. 

No lerfe importing then our generall good, 

Are come to haue fomc coaferecc w'ith his grace- 
Gatejl He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Bac. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed. 

But on hi; knees at meditation: 

Not daly mg with a brace of Curtizaos, 

But meditating with two deepc Diuines : 

Not fleeping to ingrofle his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watcbfull foule. 

Happie were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfe the foucraigntic thercen, 

But furc I feare we fliall neucr winne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid hisgracc fhould fay vs nay* 

Buc. I fcare he wilfhow new Catesby, SnuCattf, 

What faics your Lord 2 

C atef. My L.hc wonders to what end, you haue afTemblcd 
Such troupes pf Citizens iofpeake with him* 

His grace not being warnd thereofbefore, 

My Lord,he f eares you meant no good to him. 

Buc. Soric 1 am my noble Cofen fhould 
Sufpefl me that I mcane no good to him. ' v,. 

By hcauen I -come in perfeft Joue tp him, . ; t \ : ir.pwci 
And fo once more returne arid tel] hi t> grace: Exit Qitesby, 
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Are at their beads, tis hard to dra^thcm thence^ 

So fyveet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich, with trio Btfbops aloft, J * ! . j . 

* XJlEjior. See where he ftands betwcene two clergte men* 
Buck . T wo props $f vertud&r a j Chriftian Prince. 

To (lay him from the fall ofvanitie, 

Famous Plantagenet,mod gratio«s Prince, 

Lend fauourable earesto my requcfti *u r 

Andpaidon Vistheintertuptibn o'vv • /:» j / 

Of thy deuotion and -right Cliriftian zeafc; n -a i ’ . ■ ; ■ I 
Glo. My Lord ,( here needs no fuch'apObgicj^ 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Negleft the vifitatibn of my friends, ’ c ' > i ' 

But leaui'ng thiSjwhatisyour graces pleafure? 

Bhc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernedTle* 

Glo , I do fufpe&Ihaue done fome offence, 

That feemes difgracious in the Cities ei-es. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance* 

Bhc, Youhaiie my Lord,would it pleafey our grace* 

At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo . Elfc wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

! Bhc . Then know it is your fault that you refigne. 

The fupreame fear, the throne maieftieali, 

The feeptred office of your auncedors. 

The lineall glorie of your royall houfe, 

To the corruption of a blcmifht docker 
WhiSeft in the mildnefle of you deepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken to-bur countries good, 

This noble Be dbth want her proper limbesi r 
Her face defac t with ftars of infamie. 

And aimod flioiildred in the (wallowing gulph, 

Of blind forgcrfulncdeand darke obliuion, -- 1 * 

Which to recure we hartiiy folicit r 

Your gracious felQt to take on yoh the (bticraignt io thereof* , 
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Or lowlie fa&or for anpthers gainer 
But as fuccefliuely from bloud to bloud. 

Your right of birth,vour Emperie,your owner 
For this contorted. with the Citizens 
Your very worfhipfull and louing friends* 

And by their vehement indigation, 

In this iud futc come 1 to mooue your grace. 

Glo . I know not whether to depart in filenct. 

Or bitterly to fpeakc in your reproofe. 

Bed fittethmy degree or your condition: 

Your loue deferues my thankcs,butmy defert 
Vntneritable (hunnes your high reejued, 
Firdifali obdacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne* 

As my right reuene w and dew by birrh. 

Yet fo much is my pouerty of fpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defefrs, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnefle, 
Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatnefle couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour ofrtiy glory fmothprd: 

But Godbe thanked theres no need of me, 

And much I need to helpc you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royall frute,. 

Which mtllowed by the dealing houres of time* 
Will well become the fearcof raaieftie, . * r, } 

And make no doubt vs happie by his rajgpe, > j . 
On him I lay what you would lay on met 
The right and fortune of his happie dars, 
Which^God defend that I fliuld wring from Imn. 
Bhc, My lord, this argues cofcicnceiivyour grace* 
But the refpe&s thereof arc nice and?t?£8*ll» 

All circumftances wellconfideiec }?!- 1 c-?;io r iE 
You fay,that Edward is yofrj brothers fonn^ 

So fay wc too,but not by Edwards wife, ’ 

For fird he was confratt wLMy&tity*. i alt 1 //: 
Your mother liues a witneffeto tbjtf vovyc^ 

And afterward by fobftittite betrothed 
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To Bona After to the King of France, 

Thefc both put by a poorc petitioner, J 
A carc-crazd mother of many children, J 
A beauty-waining and diftrefTed widow, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft daics 
Made prife and purchafc of his luftfull eye, 

Scduc t the pitch and height of all bis thoughts, 
Tobafc declenfionand loathd bigaraic. 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our matters terme the.princei 
More bitterly could I expoftutare, 

Saue that for reucrence to fome aliuc 
I giuc a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord,takc to your royall fclfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitic : 

Ifnottobleflc vs and the land withall, 

Y c t to draw out your roy all ftocke. 

From the corruption of abufing time*. ^ ‘ 

V nto a lineall true deriued courfe, 

-Mat. Do good ray Lord,your Cittizetis entreat you* 
Cates. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful! futc. 
Glo. A las, why would youheape thofe cares on me, 

I am vnfit for ftate and dignitic, 

I do befecch you take it not amide, 

I cannot, nor I will notyccldtoyou. 

£hc. Ifyourcfuicit asinloueand zeale. 

Loth to depofe thechild your brothers fonne* 

As well we know your tendernefle of heart, 

And gentle kindc effeminate remorfc, 

Which wc hauc noted in you toyour kin. 

And egal lie indeed to all eftates. 

Yet whether you accept our futc or no. 

Your brothers ;bnne fhallneucrraigne our king* 

But we will plant lomc other in the throane, 

T o the difgrace and downfall of your houfe: 

And in this refolu ion here weleaue you. 

Gome Citizens, zounds ilc intreat no more. 

( ilt . O do notfwcatc m/ Lord of Buckingham, 
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Cate! T Call them againc ,my lord, and accept their fu|& 

Ano. Do,good my lorddcaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Wouldyouinforccnaetoavyurldo/care:.; ^ 

Well, call them agaioe,! am not made of ftoncs. 

Bur penetrable to your kindc intreates. 

Albeit againft my confciencc and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham>and you fage grauc mcni 
Since you will buckle fortune on my backc. 

To bearc her burthen whether I* will or no, 

I muft hauc patience to indure the lode. 

But if blacke fcandale or foule-fac’c reproach 
Attend the fequell of your tmpofition. 

Your meere inforcemcnt fliall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof,, 

For God he knowcs,and you may partly fee. 

How farre I amfrom the defire thereof. 

Mat. God bleffe your grace,we fee it,and will fay 

Glo. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

Luc. Then I foiute you with this kingly title s 
Long liue Richard,Englandsroyali king. 

Mai. Amen. 

Bac. To morrow will it pleafe you to be cro wn’d* 

Glo. Euen when you will, fincc you will hauc it fo. 

Luc. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskcagainc : 

Farewell good cofen, farwcll gentle friends. 

Enter Queene mother,DuchefeofTorltf t MarquesfDorfit, ag. 
wc dooreyDticheffe ofGloficr at another doore. 

Du. Who meets vs hecrc,my ncece Plantagcnct? 

Q*. Sifter well roc^wberhcr away fofaft? 

£>#♦ No farther then the Tower,and I gueflfe 
Vpon the bke dcuo tion as youv felues, 

T o gratulatc the tender Princes there. 

Q*u Kind After thanks, weele enter all togither, Enter 
And in good time here the Liuctenam comes. iMHUuanh . 
M JLicutcnant jpray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince* 

Li** WcllMadaiDjandmhealt^btttby yourleauc, 
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I miy hot fuffo you to vifcthifn, 

The king hath ftr ai^htlifc'chaf ge Ache contraries 
Q*. The kingfwnwjwhofe chat? 

Lteu. IcrifrybUnicfrcfol tneafie the Lord proteffon 
The Lord proteft' him’ from that'Kinglie tifrc: 



I am their mothcr,who fhould keepe, me from them? 

I am their father, Motherland will fee them. 

Duob. Glo. Their aunt Lam in lawdri loue their mother: 1 
Then feare not thcu-lle bcatc thy bliinie, 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

Lteti. I doo befeechyour graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath/I may not do it. Enter XStanlit, 

Stan, Let me but meete you Ladies an hourc hence, 
And lie faluteyotir gtace of Yoi ke,as Mother: •• ho 
And rcuerenc looker on, of tW*o fairc Quecnes. 

Come Madam,you nhiift go with me to Wcftminfterj 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

£$u. O cut n13Ta.ce in fundcr,that my pent heart 
M ay haue fome fcop< to beate>or elfe found, 

With this dead killingnewes. f; - 

Dor. MadameVhaVe comfort, how fares j r our grace? 
£)u. ODorfet,fpeakenot to me,get thee hence; 

Death and deftruttion dogge thee at the heelcs, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt out drip d eath,gb crbfle the feas, 

And line with RiCniiiond,fromj:hc reach of hell. 

Go hie thee, hie thee,frotn this {laughter houfe, 

Leaft thou incrcafc the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curflc, 

Nor mother, W>fe, nor Englaitds counted QuccnCs 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfcll Madam* 
Take all the fwift aduantageofthd time,' 

You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne. 

To tneecc you onthc way^nd welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by^nwifed<l^v ; . J i 

Dticb.Tcr* Oilldifperfingwindeofmiferic, : 

O myaccurfcd^ 
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A Cocatric^rhift *%.$, world, H r imh oD 
Whofe vnauoidcd eieis iiwtthcrousv . uh-.nW uothA- > 
Stan. Come Madam»lin all hafte was ffcnt* i, : yui o ’ .2 
Duch. And 1 in all vowjHingneffe will go, 

I would^toGod that the. incluhuc;VCrge» m .{ bit A 

Of golden mettall that muft round my browed 1 vVV 
Were red hottc fteele to feare me to thebraiae, 
Annointed let me be with deadly poifon, 

And dkjcre men can fay, God faue the ; QucCne. 

£)h. Alas: poore foule, I enuienottheglorie, :rj i. : 

T o feed- my humer>Wi£E iW felfc dp harm'e. - . • } f Jfl 
Dttcb.Glo . No, when h e< th^t iV my husbandiipw, ; 

Came to me as I followed Henries cojurfe, 

When force the bloud was well wafht from his hands, . 

W hich iffued from my other angel husband* ^ . .... 

And that dead faint,wlrich thcn,I weeping followed, * 
Ojvvhen I fay,I lookt on Richards face, . 

Thiswasmy wifli,be thou quoth I accurft, > / 

For making me foyoungiooldea widQW* 

And when thou wedfMet; fonow haunt thy bed, ■ 



And be thy wife# afry be fomadde,;;. 
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Asmifcrablc by the death of tfjee, -1;!;,- : uf f t 
As thou haft made me by jny dear# Lo^dsdetth* ; ' 
Loe,eucn I can repcate this curfc again#,’ 

Euen in fo ihort a : fp.a'cc,rny womans he?rt, , h ' \ 

Croflelie grey capriue to hi$ hpnic words, ; . 

AndprouMthe(uhic&es^ ^^yngfoulcsc^fe, 

Which cucr Sfi^h^hlkept jay jEfX€^fo^P ( cq)^’- : ? j i 

Forneucryet,onchoureiphisbed,. r!l) r . 
Hauelenioyfldthfe golden dev^pfflecp^, ;l t . 
But haue bene yvakea by his tii^pus. dreameti , 

And willftortly be ridj^f9^|.^ fcw . 1 lot : >i ‘tt 

On. Alas poorefpu|e,£ptf^ v u... \ 

Dncb.C " * ^ 
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F axe*wcU,thou vyofuU! yyel^m^r <>f glpi^cl^ ,, , 
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of Richard the third. 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpcft. 
boy. My Lord* 

King. Knoweft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy* My lord,Iknowa difeontented gentleman, 

Whofc humble meanes match not his haughtie m’mdc, 
Golde were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to anything. 

King. What is his name? 

Boy. HisnamcmyLord,isTirrell. 

King.Go call him hither prcfently. 

The deepercuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more Ihall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde 

And (lops he now for breath* Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

Darby , My Lord, I heare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond,in thofc pres beyond the fcas where he 
abides. 

Ktng * Catesby* Cat * My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like todic, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out feme meane borne gentleman. 

Whom I will mart ie ftraight to Clarence daughter,. 

The boy is f doL fh,and 1 fearc riot him: 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giuc out 
That A nne my w ife is fickc and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpoh 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mull be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glalTc* 

Murther her brothers, and then marrie her, 

Vncertaine way of gainc,but I am in 

So tai re in bloud, that fin plucke on fin, 

T eare falling pittic d wels notin this eye* Enter TvrcL 

luhynamcTirrelk 

T ir , lames Turcll and your moft obedient fubieft. 



Go thou to Richard, and good A ngtb gafckthcc, 

Go thou to fanffuarie^good thoughts poflefTc thee," 

1 to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightic odde y cares 'of forrow haue I feene. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of tccnc. 

The Trumpets [oUnd^Snter Richard crowned Plucking, 
bam, Cafe sby with other Nobles. 

King* Stand all apart* Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giuc me thv hand : Here be afandetk 

Thus high. by thy aduice the throne* 

And thy afliftancc is king Richard feated: 

But fliaTl we weare thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they laft,and we reioice in them? 

Buc* Still liuc they, and for for cucr may they laft. 

Ktng Ri. O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 
Tocricifthou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edward liues : thinke now what I would fay*, 
Buc* Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King * Why buckingham,! fay 1 would be king. 

Buc* -Why fo you are my thrice renowmed liege* 

King * Ha : am I king * tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc . True noble Prince, 

Ktng* O bitter confluence, 

That Edward ftil! fliould liuc true noble prince* 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull: 

Shall I be plaine f I wilh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

What faift thbWfpeakc fuddenly be brecfc. 

Buc . Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou arc all yce,fhy kindneUc fteefetn, 
Say,hauc I thy coufent that they fliall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fdtue br*ath,fomc littlfc p4ufomy 
Before I pofitiuelic fpcake herein °* 

I will refolue your grace iirimejdiatlie* 

Catef* The King is angi ic,fee,be bites the lip* 

K*ng , I will conucrfc with iron wittcd foolcs 
And vrirefpc&iue boics,n6ncaic forme 
Tbktloftkeui& 









Xing. Art thou indecdL r 
7>. Prouc me my gracious foueraigne, 

King. Darft thqurefoluc to kill a friend of mine* 

7V. I my Lord, hut I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
Kmg. Why there thou haft it two deepe enemies. 

Foes, to my reft, and my fwcer fleepesdifturbs, 

Are they that I would hauc thcedealc vpon: 

Terrel } I meanethpie jbaftarcjs in the tovyer. 

Ttr. Let me hauc open meanes to come to them, 
Andfoone ilc rid you from the fc^rc of them.' 

Km. Thou fingft fwcet muficke. Come hither Ttrrell, 
Go by tha't token >rifc and lend thine care. He whi/pers inbh 
Tis no morebut fo,fay is it .done, fm . 

And I wil l louc thee and prefer thee top. 

7# Tis done my gracious lord. 

Jfog. Shall wchcarc from thee 77rr«?/, ere vye fleep \Sn.Bn^ 
Ttr. YefliallmyLorcL - 

Bhc * My lord, I h^ue c onfidered in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

Kwg. Well, let that paffe,Dorfct.is fled ^Richmond. 

Bug. 1-hearc that ne wes my lord. . 

King. Stanley he is your wiues fonncs.WclIooketoit. , 

Bhc . My lord, I claime your gift, my due by promife. 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 4 
ThcEarlcdomepfHcrfordand themoueables. 

The which your promifed I fliould poflefle. 

Ktng . S tanley looke to your wife ,i.f flie conuey 
Letters to Richmond you (hall anfwere it. 

Bhc. What faies your highnefle to my iuft dcmandS 
K*”g* As I remember, Henrie the fixe 
Did prophecie that Richmpnd fliould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pccuifli boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. BhcJ^ My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at; that time, 
Hauc told me,I being by , that I fliould kill him. 

Backs TS/ly lord,your promife for theEarledojjie* 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefic (hewed me the Caftle, 
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And called it Ruge-mount,at which name I ftarted, 
Bccaufea Bard of Ireland tolde me onc6 
I fliould not liuc long after I fa vy Richmond. 

Bhc. My lord. 

King* Lwhatsacfockc* 

Bug. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me. 

King. Wclfbut whats a clocke? 

Bnc.V pon the ftrokc often. 

King. Well, let it flrike. 

Buc. Why let it ftrike? 

King . Becaufc that like a Iacke thou kcepefl the ftrokfe 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing Vainc to day. 4 

Bhc. Why then refoliie flic whether yoii will or no? 

^T/.Tut,tut,thou troubleft me, I am not in the vain. Exit* 

Buck* Is it cucn fo,rcwards he my true fcruicc 
Withfuch dccpocontempt,made I him king for thia? 

Olct me thinkc on Haftings, atid begone 
ToBrecnock whilcmyfearefullheadison. Exit* 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudic deed is do lie* 

The mod arqWtt of pittcous maflacr c. 

That cuer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Eorreft whorol did fubborne, 

To do this ruthkfle peccc of butchcric, 

Although they wcrc'flefht villains, bloudie degs^ 

Melting with tendernefie andkind compaffion. 

Wept Uke two^hildrcn in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innoceiit aiablaftcr armes, ; 

Their lips fourc red Rofcs on a ftaHcc, 

Which in their fumracr beautie kift each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laic* 

Which once quoth Fbrreft almoft cHangd my mindc, 

But 6 the diuel; their the villaineflopt, 

Whileft Dighcofl thus told on m fmothcrcd 

- • i l Tft® 











TheTragedic 

T he moft rcplenifihcd fwect worke of nature. 

That from the prime creation ener he framed. 

Thus both are gone with confcicnce and remorfe. 

They could not fpcake and fo I left them both, 

T o bring this tidings to the bloudic king. Enter Ki. Rick 
And here he comes,all haile my foucraigne lie^c. 

K*ng. KindTirrell amlhappieinthynewesf 
Tir .If to haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happincflisbe happft then 
For it is done my Lord, 

Ktng. Butdidft thou fee them dead* 

' Ttr. I did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell* 

Ttr. The Chaplaine of the tower hath buried them. 

But how or in what place 1 do not know* 

Ttr- Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper. 

And thou (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

Mcanetime butthinkehowlmay do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit TirrcL 

Farewell till foonc. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe. 

His daughter meanelic haue I matcht in marriage, 

The fbnnesofEdwardtyeepein Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight. 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aime$ 

At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I go a iollie thriuing woocr 0 Enter Catesby, 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad,that thou comeft in fo bluntly^ 
Bad newes my Lord,^ is fled to Richmond. 
And Buckingham backt with the hardic Welchmen, 

Is in the field, and ftill his power increaftth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles memorencarc 
Then Buckingham and bisraih leuied armie: 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitour to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnailc-paft beggerie, 

Then fierie expedition be my wing, Joucs 
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loues Mercurie and Herald for a King * 

Come rauftcr men, my counfailc is my fhield. 

We muft be briefe when traitors braue the field. Exeunt* 

Enter Queene Margaret fold. 

J^Mar, So now profpcritie begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death ; 

Here in theft confines flilie haue I lurkf, 

T o watch the waining of mine aduerfaries s 
A dire indu&ion am 1 witnelle to, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proouc as bitter,blacke and tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret,who comes here? 

Enter the Jgu, And the DucheffcofYorke. 

Qu. Ah my young princes,ah my tender babes. 

My vnblo wne flowers, new appearing fwccts, 

I f ye t your gentle foulcs flie in the ayre 
And be not fixt in doome perpetuali, 

Houcr about me with your aierie wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Q £ Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 

Hath dimd your infant morne,toagednight. 

Q«. Wilt thou, O God, flie from fuch gentle lambesj) 
And.thrOw themin theintrailesofthe wolfc : 

When didft thou flcepe,whenfuch a deede was done ? 

Q a. Mar. When holic Harry died, and my fwcet fonne, 
Dnch. Blind fight, dead lifejsoorc mortall liuing ghoft, ; v 
Woes feeane, worlds fhame,graues due by lifcvfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on Etiglands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfiillie made drunkc with-innocents bloud. 

Qu. O that thou woludft as well affoord a graue* 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholic fcatc* 

Then would I hide my bones , not reft them here t 
O who hath any caufc to mournc but I ! 

Hue. So many miferies haue c^azd my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute and dumbe.- ■ 

Edward Plan tagenet, why art thou dead? 

QMar, If auncient forrow be moft rcucren^ ^ 

Giuc mine the benefite of fignoric, 
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And let ray wqes fro wire on the vpper hancf, 

If forrow can admit focictic, 

Tell oucryour woes againeby vewingtnine, 

I had an Ed ward, till a Richard kild him: 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Ed ward, til l a Richard kild hfifrj. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him* 

Buck. I had a Richard too, and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, thou hopft to kill him. 
QX^ir.Thouliadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hel-hound that doth hunt ys all to death. 

That dogge,thac had his teeth before his eyes 
T o worrie lambes,and lap their gentle blouds. 

That foule defocer of Gods handic woi ke, 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vsto our graues, 

O vpright, iuft, and true difpofing Gbd, 

How do I thanke thec,that this carnallcurre, 

Praies on the ifliie of his mothers bodic, 

And makes her pucfcllo w with others mone. 

Harries wife, triumhnotinmy woes, 
Godwitneffe with fine,I haue wept for thee. 

QMa. Bearc with me, I am hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie«me with beholding it, 

Thy Ed wardjheis dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead , to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorke,he is but boote becaufc both they 
Match not the high pctfc&iori of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragickc plaie, 

The adulterate Huttings, ^ders, Vaughan, Gray, 

V ntimely foiefthred in their dbsfeie^atics, 

Richard yet liucs,hels biackeiriitblligehcer & 

Onely referued their faftor to buie foules, •" 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,and Vtipitticd'end, 

Earth gapes, hell biirBeSjfiend'cstoarejfaintes ptap* 

Tohaueto&ddsnlycoaatfcdaway. ^ 1t 
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Cancel! his bqnd oflife, dearc God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead, , 

Jj* ♦ O thou didft prophecie the time would come. 

That I foould wifli for thee to helpe r curflc. 

That botteldfpider,that foule hunch-backttoade* ' . 

JjKMar* I cald thee then,yaine flourish of my fortune, 

J cald thee then, poore fhaddw, painted Queene 3 

The prefentation of,but what lwas^, ' : j)\ 

The flattering index ofadirefull pageant, 

One heaued a high, to be hurld downe belowe, 

A mother one]ly,mockt with two fwcetc babes, 

A dreame of which thou vvect a breathy bubble, s 
A figne of dignities garifh flagge, . 

To be the aime of euery dangerous (hot, 

A Queeqe in ieaft, onely to fill the fccane, 

Where is thy husband now,wherc be thy brothers? 

Where are thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fues to thee,andcrics God&uc the Qucene? 

Where be thebending pcercs that flattered ehec? 

Where be the thronging troupes chat followed th<ec$ - 
Decline all this,and fee what now thpu att. 

For happie wife, a moft diftrc fled widow, 

For ioyfall mother, one that wailes the name, H 
For Quecue, a very Catiue crownd with care, 

For one being filed too,pnc thathumbJic fuc$, 

For one commaundingall, obeyed of none, 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath tbccourfe ofiulhee wheel’d about. 

And left the, c but, a very pray to time* v 
Hauing.no more>but thought ofwhat thou: were,; 

T o tor tore thee t^c mqr$>bcing what thou art, . 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thpu^of, 

Vfurpe the iufl proportion of tny forrqw, 

Now thy proudeneckcjbearcs halfe myburthcn.cdyoke* > 
From which, eqen here, Iflip my wcarie necke, 

And leauethcbprthen afi? ^11 oniheev •' 

Earcwell yprkci wifc^Rcl Queenc of fc^jnifchaitegj ■ 

IhfCf EngM, : ’ ' 
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Q * O thon well skild in curfcs,ftay a while; 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Q«.-^ir. Forbearc to fleepe the nights and faft the daics, 
Compare dead happineffe with liuing woe, 

Thinkc chat thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fouler then he is, 

Bettring thy Ioffe makes the badcaufer vvoife, 

Rcuoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

.Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine. 
T)h. Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit M«r % 
Qf*. Windieattumies toyour Client woes. 

Aerie fuccceder j of inteftateioies, 

Poore breathing Orators of mifeiies. 

Let them haue fcope,though w hat they do impart* 
Helpcitotat all, yet do they eafethc heart. 

< Duc. If fo, then be not toong-tidj^govvithmc. 

And in the breath of bitter words^ets fmother 
My damned fonne,which thy two (weet forints fmqthcitf, 

I hcare his drum,be copious in exclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with drnmmct 
andTrumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition* 

Duch . A fhc, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftranglingThcciii heraccurfed wombe, 

From all the flaugbters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Q u. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen/if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnc$,and brothers: 

T ell me thou villaine flaue, where are my children* 

Vuch. Thou tode,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet,his fonne? 

Qu. Where is kind Huflmgs, Riutrs 9 P«ugbatt, G rq i 
King . Aflourilh trumpctSjftiikc'alarum drummes* 

Let not the heauens hcare thefe tcl-tale women 

Railc on the Lords annpinted. Strike I fay» T it trumpet* 

Either bcpaneflf,and Jritrcatmcfairc* 

O t 
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Or with the clamorous report of war: 

Thqlwill I drowne your exclamations. 

Art thou niy fonne£ 

Kmg, I, I thank God, my father and your fclfc* 

\ Du * Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition* 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Du, I will bcmiJdand gentle in my fpeech. 

Kin. And briefegood mother for I am in haft* 

Du. Art thou fo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonie. 

King. And came 1 net at laft to comfort you? 

Du . No by the holy roode thou ktiowft it well, 
Thoucamft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A greeuous biirthen was thy by rth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie. 

Thy fchoole-daies frightful,dcfperate,wilde,and furiousi 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtil,bloudie,trecherous. 

What comfortable hourc canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

iC/.Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald yoiir grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo difgratious in your fight. 

Let me marchnn,and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeakc,for I fhall neuer fee the more* 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extrcame age (hall perilh, 

And neuer looke vpon thy hcc againc* 

Therefore take with tlieemy moft heauic curfe* 

Which in the day of battaile tire thee more 
Then allthe compleat armor that thou wearft* 

My praiers on the aduerfepartie fight, v ; . 

And there the little of Edwards children^ T 

Whifper the fpuitf of thine enemies,: ; foi /rn ioml J . J. 
And promifcfrhem rucceffcand viftorxc> 5 ' 

ek\a£j K Eloudie 






The Tragedie 



Bloudie thou art, bloudie will be thy end. 

Shame femes thy life, and doth thy death attend. 



Exit. 
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Qj!z Though far more caufc,yct much lefle fpirit to cm fe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muft fpcake a word with you. 

Q*. I hauc no morefonnes of the ro) all blond. 

For dice to murthcr,for my daughters Riehai d, 

They fhalbe praying Nunncs, not weeping Quccnes* 

And therefore lcuell not to hit their liues. 

King. You hauc a daughter cal d Elizabeth*' 

Vcrtuous and fairc,royall and gracious. 

Q*. And muft Che die for this?0 let her liuc! 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her bcautie, f 
Slander my fclfc as £ilfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vale ofinfamie,. 

So file may liue vnskard from bleeding flaughrer> 

I will confefle flic was not Edwards daughter. . 

King. Wrongnothcrbiithjlhcisofroyallbloudv' >. 

Tofauc her lifc,ilcfay fhcisnotfo; 3 ;i v 

King. Eler life is onlicfafcft in her birth. rr « 

Qu. And onelie in that fafetic died her brothers* 

King. Lo at their births good ftars were oppofitc. 

Q*. No to their liues bad friends were contraric# 

King. Allvnauoidcdis the doomeofdeftinic. ii 

Qtf. T rue, when auoided grace makes dcftinic. 

My babes were deftindc to a fairer death, 

If grace had blcft thee with a fairer life. (armes 

jK\Madam,fo thi iuclin my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then cucr you or yours were by me wrongd. 

Q*. What good is couerd with the face ofhcauea^ 

To be difeouerd that can do me good. 

King. The aduanccraent of your children mightie Lad)'* 
Q#. VptofomcfcafFold, there to loofc their heads. 

Kin. No to the dignitieand height of honor, 

The height impcriall tipc of this earths glorie. 

Q*. Flatter my forrowes with report of it. 

Tell me what fate, what dignitic,what honor? 
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Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King* Eucn all I hauc, yea and my felfc and all. 

Will I withall endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foulc. 

Thou drownc the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Q#. Be brecfe,lcaft that the procefle of thy kindnefle. 
Lad longer telling then thy kindnefle doo. 

K . Then know that from my foulc I loue thy daughter. 

Q#. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foulc* 

' K mg. Whatdoyouthinke? 

Qu. That thou doft loue iny daughter from thy foulc? 

So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue I do thanke thee for it* 

King. Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning, 

I raeanc that with my foulc I loue thy daughter. 

And mcanc to make her Quecne of England. 

Qu. Say then, who doft thou meane fhall be her king? 

Kmg. Euen he that makes her Quccne,who fhould clfe? 

Q u. What thou? 

King. I, eucn I, what thinke you ofit Madame? 

Q». How canft thou wooc her? 

King . That would I learne ofyou* 

As one that arc beft acquainted with her humor. 

Qu- And wilt thou lcarne of me ? 

Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Q«. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A paire of bleeding hearts thereon ingrauc, 

Edward and Yorke,thcnhappeHeflic will weepe, 

Therefore prefentto her aslometimcsMargaret 

Did to thy fathcr,ahandkerchefFcftcept in Rutlaads blood 

And bid her dric her weeping eyes there with, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her aftoric of thy noble a£b: 

Tell her thoumadeft away her Vncklc Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Riucrs,yea an d for her fake 

Madeft quickeconueiancc with her good Aunt Anne* 

K mg. Comcjcomc^ou mockc me, this is not the way, 

K % To 





To win your daughter. 

Qu. There is no other way, 

V nlefle thou couldft put on fomc other fhape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King. Infer fairc England* peace by thisaliiance. 

Qj*. Which (he flhall purchafe with ftill lading war. 

. Say that the king which may commaund intreats. 
q«. I hat at her hands, which the kings king forbid, 
Ktng y Say iheflialbea high and mightie Quccne. * 
Q £•■ To waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her eucrlaflingly. 

Q*« But how long (hall that title euer laft? 

Ktng. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liucsend. 

Q*. But how long faircly (hall her fwee t life laft* 

K wg. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Qgr So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Kmg. Say I her foueraigne am her fubieft loue. 

Q#. But (he your fobieft loaths fuch foueraigntie. 

King- Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Off* An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainly told. 

Kin. Then in plaine termes tell her my louing talc. 

Q*. Plaine and not honeft is too harfh a Bile, 

King, Madam your reafons are too (hallow Sc too quicke 
Qg: O no, my reafons arc too deepe and dead# 

Too deepeand dead poorc infants in their graue. 

King . Harpc on it ftill dial I, till handlings breake. 

King. Now by my George, my Garter and my Crovvne. 
Oil* Prophand,di(honourd,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

Qjo By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath loft his holy honors 
The Gartcrblemi(ht,pawnd his knightlie vertue: 
Thecrownc vfurpt ,di(grac J t his kingliedigniric, 

If fomething thou wilt fweare to be belecudc. 

Swearc then by fomething that thou haft not vvtongd. 

King. Now by the world, 

Q*. Tis full ofthvfoulc wrongs. 

King. My 



of Richard the third. 

King* My fathers deaths . , • tH L . dio .i Kvtlh.v u 

Thy life hath that di(hont>rd.< 

King . Thenbymyfelfe. 

<$h. Thyfelfe,thy fclfc mifufeft. 

King. Why, then by God. i I : , V; 

Jjh*. Gods wrong is moft of alh ' v:j .bwr: arh > • / 
lfthou'hadft feard,to breake an oathby him, ] ^ 

The vnitic the king my brother made* 

Had not bene broken, nor my brotherflaine, k I > 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him/ 

The emperiall mettail circling now thy brow, r 1 . 

Had graft the tender temples of niy’childe/ IkuR . 

And both the Prihces had bene breathing here# 

Which now, two tcndehplay-fellowesfor dnft. 

Thy broken faith , hath made a praic for wormes* 

King. By the time to come. (ijr*,:. Ur.. ; 

Qg- That thou haft wiongdinrime orepaft. 

For I my felfe,haue many teares,to wadi, / v 

Hereafter timc 3 for time, by the paftwrongd, • 

Thechildren Imciwhofe parents thou haft flaughtred, 
Vngoucrnd youth,to waile it in their age. 

The parents liuc,whofe children thouhaft butcherd, L 
Old withered plants,to waile it with their age, 

Swcare not by time to comeibfthat thou haft 
Mifufed,eare vfed,by rime mifufed orepaft. , 

Kmg. As I intend to profper and repent,. . . . . 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt. 

Of hoftile arm es, my feife,my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thyrlight, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofitc, all planets of good lucke, ' ! 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Iramaculatd deuocion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happincfreand thiric. 

Without, her folfo.westo:this land iainkhne, 

To thee,her felfe, andmanyiaChriftiairifoule^ 

Sad defolation, ruine,and decaie, bn: 

It cannot be auoyded but by this, 5 

K 5 It will 








It will not be auoide d but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I rnuft call you fo,) 

Be the atturncy of my louc to her. 

Pleadc what 1 will bc,not what I haue bene. 

Not by dcfcrts,but what I will deferue, 

Vrge the neccflitieand ftatc of rimes, ' >• . 

And be not peetiifh ; fond in great defigocsv ' 

Shall be tempted ofthediuell thus? 

King. I,if thc dniell tempt thee to doo good. 

J^Shall I forgerniyifelifejto be my felfe. 

Ki”£* I,ifyourfclfcs remembrance, wrong your felfe. 

But thou didft lull my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe, I buried them, 
Wherein thatneft offpiccrie (hey fliali breed, 

Sclfes ofthcmfclucs,toyour rccomfiture. 

Q*# Shall I go winne my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happiemdcherbyihedeeBc. 

Q*. I goc,writeto me Very fhortlie. * 

Kt». Bearc her my true laucs kifli/arewcl Exit . 

Relenting foole,and (hallow changing woman. Enter Kau 
R at. My gracious foueraigne, on the wefterne coaft, 
Ridctha puiflant Nauic. Toche fhorc. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow hatted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vntefolud to bcate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admiral!, 

And there thy hull,cxpe£ting but thtfaidc. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some Ugiufeotcfri cftd,pofl: to the Duke ofNctfff* 
Rate life thyleife^L* G’atesbicj where ishe? 
fit. Here my Lord. 

King. Flic toibc Dukc,poft thou to Salisburie, 

When thou cbmcft tfere,dull vtimihdfull villainc. 

Why ftandft thonSiM? and goeft notio the 0ukc. ^ 

Cat. Firft mighticfodeiiaignd idea me know your minde* 

What from your graceyllhail deliucrthenio 
King. 0,irue good Gatesbic,bidhirii If uic fir sight. 

The greateft ftrength and po wer he can make, 

And mccte me prefentlicaj Salisburie 
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Rat. What is it yourhignes plcafu^IfhaWo at Salibury! 
Kmg. Why, what wouldft thou dotherc before J got 
Rat . Your highnefle told me I fhould poftbeforc. 

Kw. My mind is changd fir, my mindc is cfemgd* 

How now, what newes with you? ! jicxi'K N- .v»/A 

' _ lv ' 05 viucoortontJnoX 

<D*r . None good my Lord,tp pkaft yp.u with.thc hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told* • . 1 \ .v, 

King. Hoi day, a nddle v npithcr good pop: bad: 

Why doeft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou mailt tell thy talc a nearct vv^y^l t' •; 

Once more,what newest . : . . . v 

Dar. Richmond is on the ftaJU- r . 

Ring. There let him finkc>and be the fcas on him, ! 
White liuerd*runnagatc,wbat doth he thexcl > md; u/ A 

Bar ♦ lknownotmighticfouetaigne,butbygucllc, 

K i«f. Well fir, as y wguefe^syo^guefe^iii /riser: • l:i /■/ 
*Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfct, Buckingham and Elie, 

He makcs&ftfingland^re to plaimcith^ neV ' 

King. Isthechaire Emptie : is the CwordiYnfwaiedf 
Is the king dead ? the empire vnpofefe i n. 

What heire of Yorkc is there aliue but Wet 

And who, is £nglands.kijig,but greatjYprlce.shcire;?. : 

Then tcJL me, what doeth he vpon the feat 
Dar+ Vnlefe for that my liegCjt cannot guefe. 

King. V nlefe for chat, he comes to be.yotir liege, • 

You cannot guelTe,whercfore the Welchman coipe$, 

Thou wilt reuolt,and flie to him I fcare.. r.il ; r • ; 

No mightie liege,tborcfpre me apt* 

King. Where fc thy power then, to beacchim backed 
Where are thy tenriants,ahd>thyTollwer^ -iio {Q . 

Are they not mw ypon'the Wcfernc fhofrei.. 

Safe conducing, the rebels from their (hips. ; 

Bat. No my good I^td,tli 1 yffriend^ are mthe North* 

ft ieadki 

W hen they fhould fi^ue^cisrJoilcraignc iiithc W eft. 

D*r % They hauc not bm^^maUudelimighltiic foucriigne. 
Pleafe.it yourMaicftic to, giuc mcicaue f 
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I>ar K Moft mighcie Scueraignc^ > - 

Youfaaue no eaufc to boltltny ft iendfoip doubtfully 
I neiier wasmor^wctwiMbifate.: ‘ t boor: C. - 

Kin£. WcM, go nmfter men .but hecre ybujeauc behiude* 
Your fonne George Stanlie,lodke your faith be firmr. 

Or elfc,bis heads amwance is but fraile. 

Dar. So deale with him,asl prbodetnietayou. 

Enter a Meffengeri n; *j ' :• U .. . 

Me[s My gracious foueraigi?i^tjdw in DettOfifhirc, A 
As I by friends am well addcltifcd; 

Sir William CoUrmey,aridrhc h^ : " 5 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, . fn ■ nwon^i 
W ith many mo Confide rates, ai } e in armes. • * > ' .y * 

* : ‘ I br . c : rj Etiter tyrviher Mejfenger t * u viZ * r * 
Mef MfLiegeiin-Kentthe^Guilfordes^fdStt^rtncs, 
Andeuery houttc more competitors, « - > 5i j >«*.. 
Flockc to their aide^andflillthcir power inCrcafeth. 

^nter another Me flengcr.. 

Mef. My Lord,the ; armieofitIie Puke of Buckingham* 
« ; ; V ' 1 ' - { Heflrikcth htm 9 

Ktng. Out onyou owles,ft0thingbutfongsof death. 
Take that; vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef Your grace miftakes,thenewes I bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden floud,and fall of water, 

The Duke of Budcinghamsarmieis dlfpciftand feattered. 
And' he himfelfe fied^no man knowes , whither. 

King. Olcricyou mercieyl didmiftake^ 1 
Ratcliffe re ward him, for the blow I gaue him. 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, f : r 
Rewards for-hinff that bringsin Buckiii gham. 

ihVJ 3*1^^ 1 w'-s 

^Tisiaid-sny • ; - v 
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of Richard the third. 

Y ct this good comfort bring I to ycur grace, 

The Brittainc nauie is difpci ft, Richmond in Doifliire 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the ihore. 

If they were his afliilanrs yea, or no: 

Who anfwcred him, they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie,hcmiftrufting them, 

Hoift faile s and made away for Brittainc. 

Ktno. March on, march on,fince we are 
If not to fight with forreine enemies, 

Yet to beace downe,thefe rebels here at 
Enter Cdtesbj. 

Cat . My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is 
Thats the beft newe$,that the Earle of Richmond, 

Is with a mightie power landed at Miliord, 

Is colder tidings .yet they mull be told* 

Kmg. Away towards Salisburie, while we 
A royal 1 battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought. 

To Salisburie,the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darbte,Sir Chrtftopber< 

* ~D*r . Sir Ghriftopher,tell Richmond 
Thar in the ftie of this moft bioudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold fi 
If I reuoltjoff goes young Georges head. 

The feare of that, withholds my prefentaide. 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Chrtfl . At Pern broke, or at Herfoid-weft in 
E>ar. What men of name refort to him* 

S. Chnfl. Sir Walter Herberts renowmed fouldicr. 
Sir Gilbert T albo^fir William Stan-ie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blunt* 

Rice vp Thomas, 1 with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they do bend their courfe, 

Jf by the way, they be not fought withall. 

ZW. Returne vnto ray Lord, commend me Co llins, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hartilic contented* 

He fhall cfpoule Elizabeth her daughter* 



Thefe 





Exeunt, 



Thefe letters will refolue him of my raindc. 

Farewell. .... 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Bttc. Will not king Richard ktmcfpeake with him* 

Rat. No m.y Lord, therefore be patient, 

Buc\. Haft irigs,and Edwards children, Riucrs,Gray* 
HoliekingHcnrie,and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughan,andall tbathauemifearried; 

By vnderhand coirupted,fouleiniuftice, 

If that your moodie clifcontented foules, 

Do fhrogh the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mock e iny deftruftion. 

Thisis Alfoules day fellowes,isit not* 1 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc* Whie then Alfoules day,is my bodies domefday: 
This is the day, that in king Edwardsthne, 

I wijfht might fall on me, when I was found, 

Falfe to his children, or his wiuesalliesst . 

This is the day, wherein I wifht to fall. 

By thefalfe fai- h,ofhim I trufted moft : 

This, this Alfoules day, to my fearefull fcu!fc* ; 

Is the determind refpit of my wrongs: 

What high al-feer, that I dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my head. 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieatl. 

Thus doeth he fored the fwords of wicked men. 

To turne their owne pointe$,on their maifters bofomci 
Now Margarets curfc,is fallen vpon my head, . 

When he quoth fhe,lThall Iplir thy heart with forrow. 
Remember, Margaret was a Prophetefte, 

Come firs,conuey me to the blocke of fhame, 

W rong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 
/inter Richmond rt ft h drums and trumpets . 

Rich. Fellowes in armes,and my moft louirig friends*, 
Bruifd vnderncath the yoakc of tyrannic* 

Thus hue into the bowels of the land,. 

Haue vve marche on without impediment. 

Andhere receius our Father Stanlie*. 

- - . ; „ Lmcs 
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Lines of faire comfort.andincouragcment, 

The Wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore, 

That fpejld your fummer-fields, and frutefull vincsj 
Svvilsyour warme bloud like wafh, and makes his trough, 

]n your inboweldbofomes,this foule fwine, 

Lies novV euen in the center of this He, 

Neare to the to wne ofLeycefter as we learner 
From Tanivvorth thither, is but one daies march* 

In Gods name checre on ,couragious friends* 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this one bloudie tiialL of fharpe warre. 

X. Lo. Euericmanscpnftiqnceisathoufandfwords* 

To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 . Lo. 1 doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

5 . Lo. He hath no friends ,but who are friends for fcare* 
Which in his greataii need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich . All for our yantage,thenin Gods name march* 
True he pe is fwir t,and flics with fwallo wes wings, 

Kings it make Godsend meaner creatures kings/ 

Enter King Richard, N c rffiolkeyRatcltjfe , . ' , 

Cate sbieywith others* . .. 

King. Here pitch our tents, cuenfhere iti Bofworth field* 
Whie,how now Catesbie,why lookeft thou fofadl - 

(at. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes- 
King. No rffolke, come hither. . . 

Nofiolke,we muft hauc knQckv^dw,niuft we not ? ; • o > 

Norff, We muft both glue, and take my&Aciom Lord. 
Kmg. V p with my tent thcredicre will I lie to night. 

But where to morrovY^vvell alL\$.onc for that: 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. -r'/V 

Norjf. Six or feuen thoufand is their greate ft number. 
King* Why our battalion trcbch that .account, 

Befides thcVingsnamcisatowcr offtrehgth* ; / t :rf 
Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want, 

Vp with my tent thcre,valiant gentlemen*' . . 

Let vs furuey the Vantage of the field. 

Call for fomc men of found direction, . 

Lets want no difcipline > makcno delay* .> 

L 2 For 









F or Loreto morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt* 

Enter Rtcbtnoudvptth the Lords y (frc. 

%jcb. The wearic funne hath made a golden fate, 

A nd by the bright tracke of his ficric Carre, 

Giucs fignall of a goodlie day to morrow. 

Where is fir William Brandon, lie frail bcare my ftanderd 
The Earle of Pembrooke keep his regiment* 

Good captaine Blunt,beare ray good night to him, 

And by the i'ccond houre in the morning, 

Defil e the Earle to fee me in my tent. ° 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thougoeft: 
Where is Lord Sfanlie quarterchdoeft thou fcna'w* 

Blunt. Vnlcfle I haue mifiane his colours much 3 
Which well I am a(Tui 5 d,l haue not done. 

His regiment, lies half© a mile at lead, 

South from the migbtie power of. he King* 

‘R&b. If without perill it be poflible, & 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 
Andgiuc him from me, this raoft needfoll fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lcrd,ife vndertake it, 

Rtch. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome inke^nd paper,inmy tent, 
lie draw the forme,and modleofourbattcll. 

Limit each leader to bbfeuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion ourfmall ftrength, 

Come, let ys confult ^pon to morrowes bufineffe ? 

In to our tent, the aire israweand cold.' 

Enter king Richard^rjf. Ratcliff* 
CatesbiCt&c* 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Car. It is fixe of clocke,full {upper time* 

Kin. I will not fup to night, giue me fome inke and paper* 
What , is my beu<reaficr then it wasf 
And all my armour laid into my tent* 

Cat. It is my Liege , and all things arc iq rcadinefTe. 

King. Good Norffolkcjhic thec to thy charge, 
yi(c carcfiill watch^hufcjtruftie ccntinell. 

Norff. l go my Lordo 

v King. Star 
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King. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolkci, 
Norffl I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie* ^ 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
T a Stanley regiment ,bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifing,leafl: hisfonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofcternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my (hues be found and not too heauy Ratliffc. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Kmg. Sawelt thou the melancholie L: Northumberland? 
Rat!. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfc, 

Mach about cocklhuc time,from troupe totroupe 
Went through the armic ©hearing vp the foldiers. 

King. So lara.fatisfiedjgiuemeabowleofwinc, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Npr cheareofmind that I was wont to haue; 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readied 
Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. Bid mv guard watch>leaue me. 

Ratline about the mid of night come to my tent 

And helpe to arme me : leaue me I fay* Exit. Ratltjjb . 

Enter ‘Darby to Richmond in bis tent . 

Ear. Fortune and vi&ovie fit on thy hclme. 

Rtch. All comfort that the darke night can affoord* 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, 

T ell me how fares our louing mother*" 

Ear. I by attui ney blefle thee from thy mother* 

Who praics continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that the fi lent hour es ftcaleon, 

Andflakie darkenefie breakes within the caff, 

In biiefc,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the atbitrement, 

Ofbloudie ftrokes and mortal 1 Baring war* _ 

I as I may, that which I would I .cannot, . 

L i 
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Hame the fixe bids thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Vertuous and holie be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied ihou fhouldcft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy flccpe,liuc and fiorifh; 

Enter the Ghoaft af Clarence. 

Ghoaft. Let mefit heauicin thy foulc to morrow? 

Ithat was wafht to. death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid to death: 

To morrow in the battaile thinks oil me. 

And fall thy edgeleilc fword, difpaire and die. 

To %ich. Thou offpringof the houfe of Lancafter? 

The wronged heiresof Yorkedo pray for thee. 

Good angels guard thy battaile, liue and florifh. 

Enter the ghoafts of Ritters fir ay,V atsghan. 

King. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow? 

Riuers that died at Pomfret difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foulc difpaire. 
Vangh. Thinke vpon Vaughan,and vvith gmltie fearc? 
Let fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 

All to Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri.bofomCi^ 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the ghoafts of the two yomg Princes. 

* Ghoft to ifr-Dreamc on- thy Cofens fmothered in the tower? 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downc to ruine^fl'iame.and death? 

Thy Nephewes foul es bid thee difpaire and die* 

To Ri.S leepe Richmond (leepe,in peace and wake in ioy?- 
Good angels guard thee from the bores annoy, 

Liue and beget a happie race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florifh. 

Enter the ghoaf of Haft mgs. 

Ghoa/l. Bloudie and gui]tie,guiltilie awake. 

And in a bloudie battaile end thy dayes* 

Thinke o n lord Haflingsgdifpaite and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foulc, awake, awake, 

Arrae, fight and conquer for fairc Englands fake. 

Enter the Ghoaft of Lathe Anne hts wife* 

Richard thy wife,that wretched Anne thy wife* 



TheTragedie 

With beftaduantage will deceiuc the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtfull fliockeof armes, 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Lcaft being feene thy brother fender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearcfu’l time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vo.wes of ioue. 

And ample enterchangcoffweetdifcourfi?, 

Which fo long fundried friends fliould dwell vpon, 

God giuc vs leifure for thefe rights of ioue. 

Once more adie w, be valiant and (peed well. 

Rich. Good Lords conduft hittj to his regiment: 

He ftriuc with.troublcd thoughts to take a nap, 

Leafl: leaden flu mber peife me do wire to morrow. 

When I fliould mount with wings ofviftoiie, 

Once more good night kind Lords and gentleinen.^^«t. 
O thou whofe Captaine I account my felfe, 

Looke on my forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy bruling Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufll dovyne with a heauie fall, 

The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaries, 

Make vs thy minifters of ebaftifement, 

That we may praife thee in the vi&orie, 

To thee. I do commend my watchfuli foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend meftilW 

Enter the ghoft ofyoong Prince Edwardjfinne 
to Henry the ftxt^to Ri. 

Ghoft to Ru Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow. 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyouth. 

At Teukesburic^difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich , Be chcarful Richmond for the wronged foule* 
Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

King Henricfciffiie Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghoft of Henry theftxL 
Ghoft to Ri* When I was tnortal!,my annointedbodk? 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower and rae?cWj?airc and die. , 

- _ Hunt 






That neucf flept aqiliee hourc with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

4 0 j I r°i 1 i r0 i W ^ n . t ^ c thinkeonme. 

And fall thyedgelede fwoi d difpaire and die, 
l o focb.J houqmet foule, fleepe thou a quiet flee n C 
Dreame offuccefle and happie vi&orie, J P ’ 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth* pray for thee. 

crL E ?” the G W of "Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helptthce to the Crowne, 

1 he lalf was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

Ointhe hattailethinkcon huckin^ham. 

And die in terror ofthyguiltineller 

Dreame on dreame on, of bloudie deeds and death, 
Jrainting difpaire.difpairingyceld thy breath, 

To %jcb. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
cut cneare thy f icart.and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good ange Is fight bn Richmonds fide. 

And Richard falsin height of all his pride. 

Ricbardfiart et hvp out of a dreame, 

K. Ri. Giue me another horfe.bind vp my wounds, 
Hauemercie Ielu • loft, I did hut dreame. 

O Coward confcience,how doell tliou afflia me ! 

The lights burne blew } itis not dead midnight. 

Cold fearcfull drops ftand on my trembling fltlh, 
What do I fcare my felfe? theresr.one elfe by, 
Richard loucs Richard,thatis,I am I, 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from my fe Ife ? great rcafon why i 
Lcaft I reuenge. What my felfe vpen my felfe? 

Alackc I loue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
Tliat 1 my lelfe haue done vnto my felfe ? 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe; 

1 am a villaine.yet I lie,l am not. 

Fooleof thy felfe fpeake wcll,foolc do not flatter, 

My confeicncc hath a thoufand feuerall tongues. 

And euerie tongue brings in a feuerall tale, 

And eucry tale condemn j me for a yillawe; 
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periUriCypeHurie/iri the higheft degree# 

Murther,fterne murther,iii the dy reft degree, 1 
Ail fcUerall finne$,all vfde in each degree* 

Throng to the batre,crying all,guiltie,guiltie. 

I {hall difpaire, there is no creature loilcs me, 

And if I die,no fouic will pittie me : 

And wherefore (hould thcv,fince that I my felfe# 
pinde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe* 

Me thought thefoulesofallthat Imurtherd, 

Came to my Tent, and eiiery one did threat, 

T o morrows vengeance on the head of Richard* 

Enttr Rdtchjfc* 

R*t. My Lord* 

Kit Zoundh,who isthere ? 

R*t 4 Ratcliffe,tny Lordjtis I 7 thc early village tocke? 
tTath twife done falutation to the rtiornc, 

Your friends arc vp,and buckle on their armoh 
King. O Ratdiffe,I hauedreamdafeatfull dreame# 
What thirtkft thou, wiUotir friends prouc all tint? 

Rgt* No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratc!iffe,I feare, 1 feare* 

Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadowc h 
Ring. By the Apoftle Paul, fhadowes to night# 

Haue ft rooke more terror to the foule ofRichard* 

Then can thcfubftance of ten thoufand fouldicr j# 

Armed in proofc, and led by (hallow Richmond# 
Tisnotyet neare day, come, go with me, 

Voder our Tents lie play the ewfe dropper* 
Tofceifanymeanetolhrinkefromme* Extmt* 

. Eyter the Lords td Richmond. 

Eor, Good morrow Richmond* : j ^ 

Criemerric Lords, and watchfoll Gentlemen* 
Thatyouhaue^eatardiefluggardherer n; f 
Lor, How haue yonifept my Lbrdr ^ r n? r ; : 

Thcfwcetefl fleepe^ndfeireft boding dreame^ 
That euer entred in a drowfiehead, r di! 

Haue 1 fince your departure had my Lords* 






whofc pmflancc on eitherfide, . r i l 
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Me thought their fonles,whofebodies Richard miifthered. 
Came to my tent, and cried on vitfcorie, -- ui 1 i . ,, / 

I promife you, my foule is very ioamd, 

In the remembrance offofairca drearne. -b i>t ;>: oin ; 
How farre into the morning is it Lords? " 'kui • 

Lo. Vpon the flroke offoure. ; w 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,and giue direction* 

H is Oration to his fouldiers. 

More then I haue faid 3 louingcountrirnen, 1 
Theleifureand inforcement of the time* (r s, ... 
Forbids to dwell vpon,yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufc, fight vpon our fide, 

Thepraiers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like highreard bulwarkes,ftand before our faces, 
Richard,exccpt thofe whom we fight agaihft* . > ; J r 1 
Had rather haue vs winnc,then him they follow: \ 

For, what is he they follow ? trulie gentlemen', :n . /] ... 

A bl6udictirant,and’ahoni r icide. 

One raifd infeloud,and onciii'biciid eljablifhed, rO 1 £ 
One that made meancs to come byiwIkfchejHitfh, .*■ i 
And (laughtered thofe, that were die meanes t&helpc hiiW 
A bafe foule ftone,made precious by the foiled VI . IV 
Of Englands chairc, where he is'falfdly fet^ 

One that hatheoer bene Gods cnettiiev 
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Then if you fight againft Gods enemic, « x 
God will in iuftice, ward you as his fouldicrs, 

If you doe fwcatc to put a tyrant downe. 

You fleepe in peacc,thc tyrant bcingilaine, 

If you do fight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat Aall paicyour paipesfthe bite* i / 

Ifyoudo fight in fifcgardbfyourlwiucs, 1 

Your wiues Ihall welcome home theconquerors, 

'Ifyou do free your children from the&otds i .v*A 

Your childrens children quitsitinyoiiragctn pivV 
Then in the nameofGod andall thefe rights, r r! i; ( 
Aduanccyour ftandards,draw yodt willmgftvords, . 

Fpr me,tbc ranfomfejofhiy boldattcitot* < ^ if ./« ••*>> 
Shall be thb coldc corps on the ®dblSo f J 






of Richard the third. 

« v' 

The ftaft oFyou,ftrall fharehis pdrt thereof.] 

Sound drums and trumpets boidhe,and chearefilllie, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond and vi&oric* 

Enter King'Ricbard r Rat. &c> 

JOag.What faid'Northumbetland,as toothing Richmond, 
Rat. That he was neucr trained vp in armes. 

Ring. Hcfaid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 
j Rat. He failed and faid,tbe better for our purpofc* 

Ring. He was in the right^and fo indeed iris: 

Tell the clockie there. The c lock* (Iriketk 

Giue me a calender, whofaw the Sunne to day? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to /hinc,for by the booke. 

He (hould haue braud the Eaft an houre agac, 

A blacke day will it be tofome bodieRat. 

Rat. My Lord, 

King . The furmc will not be feencto day. 

The skic doth frownc,and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe dewie teares were.feorh the ground. 

Not fliine to day : why, what is t hat to me? 

More thento Richmond, for theielfe-famcheauen, 

That frownes on me,lookes fadiie vpon him. 

Enter Norffolke*. 

Norffl Armc,arme,rny Lord,the foe vaunts in the field* 
King. C ome>buftlc,buft b,caparifon my hot fc, 

Call vp Lord Stanlic,bid him bring his powers 
I will lead forth, my fouldicrj; to’the plaine, 

And thus my battaile /hall be ordered* 

My foreword /hall be drawnein length, 
Confiftingequallieof hoifeahd&ote, : o o nuv,- 

Our Archers (hall be pkced^chemidit 
Iohn,Dfike,of Norffolke^lfhomas Eatle dfSurrejr, 

Shall haue the leading of tliis footc and hoi ft, 

They thus direfted,wewiU follo^Wi> 
lnthemaine’ ~ 

Shall be welln 

This, and Saint <3e<L 6 v^ , . , r . .... 

r * M 2 A good 














T ^ #r ; ^ §° oc * &rc<ftion warlike foueraigne, Hefheweth 
1 his found I on my tent this morning. bimataper, 
I ickey of Norfolk e be not f§ bold , 

For Dickon thy m after is bought and fold. 

King, A thing deuiled by the cnemic. 

Go Gentlemen cucry man vrtto jus charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules: 
Confcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firfl to kcepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our confcience fwords,our lawe. 
March on, ioyne braueiy,let \s to it pell mell, 

If not to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. 

Hts Oration to his Armie. 

What /ball I fay more then I haueinferdf 
Remember whom you arc to cope withall, 

A forr of vagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants, 

W horn their oi ecloicd country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and afford definition, 

You deeping fafe,thcy bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing land sand blcft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftrainc the one,diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a palti ey fellow 2 
Long kept in Brittaine at out mothers coft, 

A milkefopt , one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhoces in fnow: 

Lets whip tlicfe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thcfc famifht beggers wearie of their hues. 

Who but for dr carping on this fondexployt, ? 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themfclucs, 

If wc be conquered,lct men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftatd Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten,bobd and thumpt* 

And in record left them the heircs of fliamc. 

Shall thcfc enioy our lands, lie with our wiucs! 

Rauifli our daughters, harkc 1 hcarc their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 

Dtw 
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praw archers draw,your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard ; and ride inbloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

What faies lord Stanley ,will he bring his power? 

My Iord,he doth denic to come, 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor . My lord, the encmie is part the marlh. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome, 

Aduance ourftandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpirc vs with the fplecnc of fieric Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits on our hclmcs. txetmto 

Alar urn yxc ur ftons, Enter (fatesbte, 

Catef. Refccw my lordofNotffolke^cfccWjrcfeew, 

The king ena&s more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite toeucrie danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all on footc he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat ot death, 

Refccw faiirre lord,or elfe the day is loft# 

Enter chard. 

Kin, A horfe,a horfe,my kingdom for a horfe# 

Catef. Withdraw my lord,ile hclpe you to a horfc^ 

King. Slaue I haue fee my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field* 

Fiue haue I fhine to day, in ftead of him, 

A horfe ,a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe# 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond y they pght % Richards to 
fains hen retrait being founded. Enter Rtchmod > Darby J?ea* 
ring the crorrne,witb other Lords 
3^. God and your armes be praifedviftorious friend j, 

I he day is ours, the bloodic dog is dead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped roialties 
torn the dead temples of this bloudie wretch* 
oaue Ipluckt oflfto grace thy browes withall 
Wcarc it, enioy it,and make much of ife * * 

Ufa 








Ruth. Great God of heauen fay Amen to #3^ 

But tell me is young George Stanley lining. 

D*r. He is my Lotd.and fcfe irt Lcfter T owrtr, ■> 
Whither if ic plcafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

R*ch. What menof nameareflaineon either fde? 

hhn Dukf ofNorffblkeJTatc* L*rJ Ferrhft Men 
Brookenbwy & ftrJVilluim Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births* 

Proclaims a pardon to the fouldiers Bed, 

T ha t in fumiffion will returnetovS, , 

And then as we haue tane the fatraiTienr, 

We will vnite the white role and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon {his faire coniunftion, 

That long hauefrownd vpoii their ennaitie. 

What traitor heares rne,andfaiesnot: Atneitf 
England harh long beene niadde and fcard herfelfe, 

The brother blindlie Abed the brothers blood* ( 

The father raflilie flaughtered hisownefonne, 

The fonne compeld, been butcher to the fire, 

All this dmided Yorke and Lancafter, , b it/ r » 
Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, . r! ' . 1 

The true fuccceders of each roy all houfe, dn\ / 

By Gods faire ordinance conioinc togither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enric h the time to come w ith fmooth-iaft epeacc, ■ b - 
With Trailing plentie and faire pro fperous^ie/. 

Abate the edge of traitors gracious tord, * 

That would reduce chefe bloudie daies againe, 

Andrnake poctre England weepc in ftreames of bfeiidj 
Let them no t liue to tafte this lands increafe. 



Now ciuill wounds are ftoptipeace liuesiagiine, 
That £he may lq#g liue heare,Godfa y Amen* 
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